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INTRODUCTION 

T O T H E 

F ^ B L E S. 

The StizpHEKD afid the Philosopher, 

R Emote from cities liv'd a Swain, 
Unvex'd with all the cares of gain, 
His head was filver'sl o'er with age. 
And long experience made him fage ; . 
B 



IntroduB'ion to the Fables. 

In fummer's heat and winter's cold 
He fed his flock and pen'd the fold, 
His hours in cheerful labour flew. 
Nor envy nor ambition knew ; 
His wifdom and his honefl fame 
Through all the country rais'd his name. 

A deep Philofopher (whofe rules 
Of moral life were drawn from fchools) 
The Shepherd's homely cottage fought. 
And thus explored his reach of thought. 

Whence is thy learning? Hath thy toil 
O'er books confum'd the midnight oii?^ 
Haft thou old Greece and Rome furvey'd. 
And the vaft fenfe of Tlato weighed ? 
Hath Socrates thy foul refin'd. 
And haft thou fathomed Tully\ mind ? 
Or, Kke the wife Vlyfes thrown 
By various fates on realms unknown. 
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IntroduBton to the Fables. 

Haft thdu through many cities ftray'd, 
Their cuftoms, laws and manners weighed ? 

The Shepherd modeftly reply 'd. 
I ne'er the paths of learning try'd. 
Nor have I roam'd in foreign parts 
To read mankind, their laws and arts ; 
For man is praftis'd in difguife, 
He cheats the moft difcerning eyes : 
Who by that fearch fliall wifer gtow, 
When we ourfelves can never know? 
The little knowledge, I have gain'd, 
Was all from fimple nature drain'd ; 
Hence my life's maxims took their rife. 
Hence grew my fettled hate to vice. 

The daily labours of the bee 
Awake my foul to induftry. 
Who can obferve the careful ant, 
And not provide for future want ? 

B X My 
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IntroduBton to the Fables. 

My dog (the tru (licit of his kind) 
With gratitude inflames my mind; 
I mark his true, his faithful way. 
And in my fervice copy Tray. 
In cbnflancy, and nuptial love 
I learn my duty from the dove. 
The hen, who from the chilly air 
With pious wing protefls her care. 
And evVy fowl that flies at large 
Inttrudls me in a parent's charge. 

From nature too I take roy rule 
To fhun contempt and ridicule. 
1 never with important air 
In converfation overbear ; 
Can grave and formal pafs for wife. 
When men thejfolemn owl defpife? 
My tongue wittOT^ my lips I rein, 
For who talks much muft talk in vaitf; 
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IntroduBion to the Vaulis, 

We from the wordy torrent fly : 

Who liflens to the chattVing pye? 

Nor would I with felonious flight 

By ilealth invade my neighbour's right ; 

Rapacious animals we hate : 

Kites, hawks and wolves deferve their fate. 

Do not we juft abhorrence find 

Againfl the toad and ferpent kiqd ? 

But envy, calumny and fpite 

Bear ftronger venom in their bite. 

Thus ev'ry objeft of creation 

Can furnifh hints to contemplation, 

And from the mofl: minute and mcaa 

4 

A virtuous mind can morals glean. 

Thy fame is juft, the Sage replies. 
Thy virtue proves thee truly wife ; 
Pride often guides the author's pen, 
3ooks as affeded are as men, 

B 3 But 
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JntroduBion to the Fables. 
But he who ftudys nature's laws 
From certain truth his maxims draws. 
And thofe, without our fchools, fuffice 
To make men moral, good and wife. 
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TO HIS HIGHNESS 

WrLL.iku, Duke o/" Cumberland. 




FABLE I. 
!ftf Lyon, the Tyger, «»</fAf Traveller. 

Accept, young Prince, the morallay. 
And in thefe tales mankind furvey ; 
With early virtues plant your bread, ^• 

The fpecious arts of vice detelt. 

B 4 Princes, 






ist FABLES. 

Princes, like Beauties, from their youth 
Are llrangers to the voice of truth : 
Learn to contemn all praife betimes ; 
For flattery's the nurfe of crimes. 
Friendfliip by fweet reproof is fliown, 
(A virtue never near a throne ;) 
In courts fuch freedom muft offend, 
There none prefumes to be a friend, 
To thofe of your exalted ftation 
Each courtier is a dedication ; 
Muft I too flatter like the reft. 
And turn my morals to a jeft? 
The mufe difdains to fteal from thofe. 
Who thrive in courts by fulfome profc. 

But Ihall I hide your real praife, 

* 

Or tell you what a nation fays ? 
They in your infant bofom trace 
The virtues of your Royal race^i 
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In the fair dawning of your mind 
Difcern you generous, mild and kind. 
They fee you grieve to hear diftrefs, 
And pant already to redrefs. 
Go on, the height of good attain, 
Nor let a nation hope in vain. 
For hence we juftly may prefage 
The virtues of a riper age. 
True courage fhall your bofom fire. 
And future aftions own your Sire. 
Cowards are cruel ; but the brave 
Love mercy, and delight to fave. 



A Tyger, roaming for his prey, 
Sprung on a Travler in the way ; 
The proftrate ^ame a Lyon fpies, 
Afid on the greedy tyrant flies : 



With 



FABLES. 

With mingled roar refounds the wood. 
Their teeth, their claws diftill with blood, 
*Till, vanquifli'd by the Lyon's ftrength. 
The fpotted foe extends his length. 
The Man befought the fhaggy lord. 
And on his knees for life implor'd. 
His life the genVous hero gave. 
Together walking to his Cave, 
The Lyon thus befpoke his gueft. 

What hardy bead ihall dare contefl: 
My matchlefs ftrength ? You faw the fight, 
And muft atteft my pow'r and right, 
Forc'd to forego their native home 
My ftarving (laves at dittance roam. 
Within thefe woods I reign alone. 
The boundlefs foreft is my own ; 
Bears; ^wolves, and all the fafage brood 
Have dy'd the regal den with blood ; 

Thefe 
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FABLES. f 

Thefe carcafTes on either hand, 

Thofe-bones that whiten all the land 

My former deeds and triumphs tell. 

Beneath thefe jaws what numbers fell. 

True, fays the Man, the ftrength I faw 

Might well the brutal nation awe ; 

But fliall a monarch, brave like you, 

Place glory in fo falfe a view ? 

Robbers invade their neighbour's right. 

Be lov'd. Let juftice bound your might. 

Mean are ambitious heroes boafls 

Of wafted lands and flaughter'd hofls ; 

Pyrates their power by murders gain. 

Wife kings by love and mercy reign ; 

* 

To me your clemency hath fliown 

The virtue worthy of a throne ; 

Heav'n gives you power above the reft. 

Like Heav'n to fuccour the diftreft. 

The 
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The cafe is plain, the Monarch faid ; 
Falfe glory hath my youth mif-led, 
For beafts of prey, a fervile train. 
Have been the flatt'rers of my reign. 
You reafon well. Yet tell me, friend. 
Did ever you in courts attend? 
For all my fawning rogues agree 
Tliat human heroes rule like me. 
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FABLE n. 
The Spaniel md the Cameleoh. 

A Spaniel, bred with all the care 
That waits upon a fav'rite heir, 
Se'er felt cqrreiiion's rigid hand ; 
Indulg'd to difobey command. 
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In pamper'd eafe his hours were fpent ; 
He never knew what learning meant ; 
Such forward airs> fo pert^ fo fmart, 
Were fure to win his lady's heart, 
Each little mifchief gain'd him praife ; 
How pretty were his fawning ways ! 



The wind was fouth, the morning fair. 
He ventures forth to take the air ; 
He ranges i\ the meadow round. 
Arid rolls upon the foftefl ground ; 
When near him a Cameleon feen 

■ 

Was fcarce diflinguifh'd from the green. 

Dear emblem of the flattering hoft. 
What live with clowns, a genius loft ! 
To cities and the court repair, 
A fortune cannot fail thee there ; 
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FABLES. ^ 

Preferment fliall thy talents crown. 
Believe me, friend ; I know the town. 

Sir, fays the fycophant, like you, 
Of old, politer life I knew ; 
Like you, a courtier born and bred. 
Kings lean'd their ear to what I faid. 
My whifper always met fuccefs, 
The ladies prais'd me for addrefs, 
I knew to hit each courtier's paflion. 
And flatter'd evVy vice in fafhion. 
But Jovcy who hates the lyar's ways. 
At once cut fliort my profp'rous days. 
And, fentenc'd to retain my nature. 
Transformed me to this crawling creature; 
Doom'd to a life obfcure and mean, 
I wander in the fylvan fcene. 
For Jove the heart alone regards. 
He punifhes what man rewards. 

4 How 
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How diff 'rent is thy cafe and mine! 
Witli men at lead you fup and dine. 
While I, condemn'd to thinned fare, 
Like thofe I flatter'd, feed on air. 




F A B L 
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F A B L E Id. 
The MoTHBKi tbe Nsrse, mJ tie Fairit. 

GIVEmeafon. The bleffing fent, 
Were ever Parents more content f 
Mow partial are their doating eyes ! 
No child is half fo £iir and wife. 

C Wak'd 



It FABLES. 

Wak'd to the morning's pleafing care. 
The Mother rofe, and fought her heir ; 
She faw the Nurfe, like one pofleft, 
With wringing hands and fobbing breail. 

Sure fome difafter has befel, 
Speak Nurfe; I hope the boy is weD. 

Dear Madam, think not me to blame, 
Invifible the Fairy came, 
Your precious babe is hence convey'd. 
And in the place a changeling laid ; 
Where are the father's mouth and nofe. 
The mother's eyes, as black as floes ? 
^e here, a (hocking aukward creature. 
That fpeaks a fool in ev'ry feature.^ 

The woman's blind, the Mother eries, 
I fee wit fparkle in his eyes. 
' Lord ! Madam, what a fquinting leer! 
No doubt the Fairy hath been here. 



J 
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Pa b l e s. 13 

Juft as ihe fpoke, a pigmy fprite 
?ops through the key-hole, fwift as hght, 
Petch'd on the cradle's top he ftands, 
Aitid thus her folly reprimands. 

Whence fprung the vain conceited lye 
rhat we the world with fools fupply ? 
What! give our fprightly race away^ 
?or the dull helplefs fons of clay ! 
3efides, by partial fondnefs ihown^ 
Like you we doat upon our own. 
iVhere yet was ever found a mother, 
Who'd give her booby for another ? 
^d ihould we change with human breeds 
^efl naight we pafs for fools indeed. 




/ 
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F A B L E IV. 
Tfo Eagle, md the AJfembly o/Anim*M 

AS jfttjiiter's all-feeing eye 
Survey'd tlifc worlds beneath the sky. 
From this fmall fpeck of earth were fent 
Muminrsand founds of difcontent; 
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For ev'ry thing alive complained 
That he the hardeft Ufe fuftain'd. 

Jove calls his Eagle. At the Word 

foire him (lands the royal birdt ^ 

e Bird, obedient, from heav*n*s height 
Downward direds his rapid flight ; 
Then cited ev'ry living thing. 
To hear the mandates of his king. 

Ungrateful creatures, whence arife 
Thefe murmurs which offend the skies } 
Why this diforder ? fay the caufe: 1^.^ 

For juft are Jove^s eternal Laws* 

« 

Let each his difcontent reveal 
To yon four dog I firil appeal. 

Hard is my lot, the hound replies. 
On what fleet nerves the greyhound flies! 
TUhbSe I with weary flep and flow 
O'er plains and vales and mountains go ; 

Ca The 



^6 FABLE S. 

The morning fees my chafe begun. 
Nor ends it 'till the fetting fun. 

When (fays the greyhound) I purfue. 
My game is loft, or caught in view. 
Beyond my fight the prey's fecure : 
The hound is flow but always fure. 
And, had I his fagacious fcent, 
Jove ne'er had heard my difcontent. 

The lyon crav'd the foxe's art ; 
The fox, the lyon's force and heart ; 
The cock implor'd the pidgeon's flight, 
\l^ofe wings were rapid, ftrong aftd light ; 
The pidgeon ftrength of wing derpis'd. 
And the cock's matchleft valour priz'd: 
The fifhes wiih'd to graze the plain^ 

• 

The beafts to skim beneath the main. 
Thus, envious of another's ftate. 
Each blam'd the partial hand of Fate. 



Th 
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The bird of heav'n then cry'd aloud. 
tove bids difperfe the murm'ring croud : 
rhe God rejeSs your idle prayers. 
Vould ye, rebellious mutineers, 
Entirely change your name and nature, 
Ind be the very envy'd creature ? 
Vhat, nient all, and none confent! 
le happy then, and learn content, 
lor imitate the refilefs mind, 
Lnd proud ambition of mankind. 



t7 
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FABLE V. 

The Wild Boar and the Ram. 



AGainft an elm a fheep was ty'd, 
The butcher's knife in blood was dy'd ; 
The patient flock, in filent fright, 
Fiom bx beheld the horrid fight; 



F A B L E S. ip 

^ Boar, who near them flood, 
Qock'd to fcorn the fleecy brood. 
:owards fhould be ferv'd like you. 
e, your murd'rer is in view ; 
^urple hands and reeking knife 
rps the skin yet warm with life; 
[uarter'd fires, your bleeding dams, 

ring bleat of harmlefs lambs 

* 

r revenge. O fhipid race ! 
^art that wants revenge i$ bafe. 
nt> an ancient Ram replies, 
ar no terror in our eyes, 
nk us not of foul fo tame, 

no repeated wrongs inflame, 
)le of evVy iU, 
s we want thy tusks to kill* 

Thofe who violence purfue 
> themfelves the vengeance due, 

For 



lo f A B L E S. 

Fat in there nulTacres they find 
The two chief plagues that walk minkind. 
Our skin fupplies the wrangling bar. 
It wakes their flumbring fans to war. 
And well revenge nay re0 contented. 
Since drums and parchment were mTented. 
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FABLE VI. 

The Miser and Plotos. 

'T"' H E wind was highi the window fliakes, 
A With fudden ft«t the Mifer wakes, 
Along the filent room he flalks, 
Looks back and trembles as he walks, 

Each 
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Each lock and ev'ry bolt he tries. 
In evVy creek and corner pries, 
Then opes the cheft with treafure fl:or*d. 
And (lands in rapture o'er his hoard. 
But now, with fudden qualms pofleft. 
He wrings his hands, he beats his bread. 
By confcience (lung he wildly (lares. 
Arid thus his guilty foul declares. 

Had the deep earth her (lores confined. 
This heart had known fweet peace of mind. 
But virtue's fold. Good Gods, what price 
Can recompenfe the pangs of vice ! 
O bane of good ! feducing cheat ! 
Can man, weak man, thy power defeat ? 
Qold banifhM honour from the mind. 
And only left the name behind ; 
Gold fow'd the world with ev'ry ill $ 
Gold taught the murd'rer's fword to kill ; 



FABLES. ij 

*Twas gold inftrufted coward hearts 
In treach'ry's more pernicious arts : 
Who can recount the mifchiefs o'er? 
Virtue refides on earth no more ! 

He fpoke, and figh'd. In angry mood 
^lutusj his God, before him flood ; 
The Mifer trembling lock'd his cheft, 
The Vifion frown'd, and thus addreft. 

Whence is tliis vile ungrateful rant? 
Each fordid rafcal's daily cant : 
Did I, bafe wretch, corrupt mankind ? 
The fault's in thy rapacious mind. 
Becaufe my bleilings are abused, 
Muft I be cenfur'd, curft, accus'd ? 
Ev'n virtue's felf by knaves is made 
A cloak to carry on the trade. 
And power (when lodg'd in their pofleflion) 
Grows tfnnny, and rank oppreflion. 

Thus 



14 FABLES. 

Thus when the villain crams his chefl« 

Gold is the canker of the bread i 

Tis av'rice, infolence, and pride, 

And ev'ry fliocking vice befide. 

But when to virtuous bands 'tis giveOf -J^ 

It blefles, like the dews of Heaven, ' J^ 

Like Heav'n, it hears the orphan's cries, '| 

And wipes the tean>&om widows eyes. ^ 

i 
TUSt' crimes on gold fliall mifers lay, 

Who^tarn'd their fordid fouls for pay i 

Let bnvos then (when blood is fpilt) 

Upbraid the paflive fword with guilt. 
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FABLE VB. 
7%;Lyoni the Foxi md the Gtsst, 

A Lyon, tir'diwith State afiairs. 
Quite fick of pompi and worn with cares, 
Refolv'd (remote from noife and llrife) 
la peace to pafs liis latter life. 

b 
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It was proclaim'd ; the day was fet 5 
Behold the gen'ral council met. 
The Fox Was Viceroy nam'd. The croud 
To the new Regent humbly bow'd : 
Wolves, bears and mighty tygers bend^ 
And drive who moft fhall condefcend. 
He ftrait aflumes a folemn grace, 
CoUefts his wifdom in his face, 
The croud admire his wit, his fenfe. 
Each word hath weight and confequence $ 
The flatt'rer all his art difplays : 
He who hath power is fure of praife< 
A fox ftept fonh before the reft, 
And thus the fcrvile throng addreit 

How vaft his talents, born to rule. 
And train'd in virtue's honeft fchooll 
What clemency his temper fways ! 
How uncorrupt are all his ways I 

Ben 
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Beneath his condudl and command 
Rapine ihali ceafe to wafle the land ; 
His brain hath firatagem and art. 
Prudence and mercy rule his heart. 
What bleilings muft attend the nation 
Under this good admini(h:ation! 



t 



He faid. A Goofe, who didant flood, 
Harangu'd apart the cackling brood. 

Whene'er I hear a knave commend. 
He bids me fhun his worthy friend. 
What praife ! what mighty commendation \ 
But 'twas a fox who fpoke th' oration. 
Foxes this government may prize 
As gentle, plentiful and wife ; 
If they enjoy thefe fweets, 'tis plain, 
We geefe muft feel4 tyrant reign. 
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What havock dov fliall thin our race! 
When ev'ry petty clerk in phce. 
To prove his tafie, and feem polite, 
Will feed on geefe both noon and oighc 
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FABLE Vni. 
The JjAdy and the Wasp. 

WHAT whifpers mutt the Beauty bear! 
What hourly nonfenfe haunts her ear! 
Where-e'er her eyes difpenfe their charms 
Impertinence around her fvarms. 
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Did not the tender nonfenfe ftrike. 

Contempt and fcorn might look diflike^ 

Forbidding airs might thin the place. 

The flightcfl flap a fly can chafe. 

But who can drive the num'rous breed ? 

Chafe one, another will fucceed. 

Who knows a fool, muft know his brother ; 

One fop will recommend another ; 

And with this plague Ihe's rightly curft, 

Becaufe fhe liften'd to the firft. 



As 'Doris, at her toilette's duty, 
Sate meditating on her beauty, 
She now was penfive, now was gay. 
And loird the fultry hours away. 

As thus in indolence fhe lyes, 
A giddy wafp around her flies. 
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He now advances, now retires, 
Now to her neck and cheek afpires ; 
Her fan in vain defends her charms. 
Swift he returns, again alarms. 
For by repulfe he bolder grew, 
Perch'd on her hp and fipt the dew. 

She frowns, fhe frets. Good Gods, Ihe cries, 
Proted me from thefe teazing flies ! 
Of all the plagues that heav'n hath fent 
A wafp is moft impertinent. 

The hov'ring infeft thus complain'd. 
Am I then flighted, fcorn'd, difdain'd ? 
Can fuch offence your anger wake ? 
'Twas beauty caus'd the bold miflake. 
Thofe cherry lips that breathe perfume. 
That cheek fo ripe with youthful bloom 
Made me with ftrong defire purfue 
The faireft peach that ever grew^ 

D } Strike 
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Strike him not, Jenny^ ^oris cries. 
Nor murder wafps, like vulgar flies. 
For though he's free (to do him right) 
The creature's civil and polite. 

In ecflafies away he poils, 
Wherc-e'er he came the favour boafts. 
Brags how her fweetell tea he fips, 
And fliows the fugar on hts lips. 

The hint alarm'dk the forward crew. 
Sure of fuccefs away they flew ; 
They fhare the dainties of the day, 
Round her with airy mufick play. 
And now they flutter, now they refill 
Now foar again, and skim her breaft. 
Nor were they banifh'd, 'till flie found 
TThat wafps have flings, and felt the wound, 
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FABLE IX. 
The BwLL mi the Mastiff. 

SEEK yon to train your fav'rite boy? 
Each caution, ev'ry care employ. 
And ere you venture to confide. 
Let Us preceptor's heart be tty'd ; 

D 4 Weigh 
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Weigh well his maimers, life, and fcope, 
On thefe depends thy future hope. 



As on a time, in peaceful reign, 
A Bull enjoy'd the flow'ry plains, 

S-. 

A MallifF pafs'd ; inflam'd with ire,' 
His eye-balls fliot indignant fire, 
He foam'd, he rag'd with thirfl: of blood. 
Spurning the ground the monarch ftood^ 
And roar'd aloud. Sufpend the fight, 
In a whole skin, go, fleep to-night; 
Or tell me, ere the battel rage. 
What wrongs provoke thee to engage? 
Is it ambition fires thy bread. 
Or avarice that ne'er can reft ? 
From thefe alone unjuftly fprings 
The world-deftroying wrath of Kings. 
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The furly MaflSff thus returns, 
Vithin my bofom glory burns, 
^ike heroes of eternal name» 
iVhpm poets fing, I fight for ftme: 
Hie butcher's fpirit-ftirring mind 
Fo daily war my youth inclined, 
!5e train'd me CD heroic deed, 
Faught me to conquer or to bleed. 
. Curft dog, the Bull reply'd, no more 
[ wonder at thy thirft of gore. 
For thou (beneath a butcher train'd, 
Whofe hands with cruelty are ftain'd, 
His daily murders in thy view,) 
Muft, like thy tutor, blood purfue. 
Take then thy fate. With goring wound 
At once he lifts him from the ground. 
Aloft the fprawlbg hero flies. 

Mangled he falls, he howls ^nd dies. 
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FABLE X. 
7%; Elephant aW;^e Bookseller. 

tHE man, who with undaunted toUs 
Sa3s unknown feas to unknown foils, 
AVith various wonders fealls his iight: 
What itranger wonders does he write! 



We 
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W e read, and in defcription view 
Creatures which Adam never knew ; 
For, when we rifqae no contradidion. 
It prompts the tongue to deal in fiftion, 
Thofe things that llartle me or you, 
t grant are ilrange; yet may be true. 
Who doubts that elephants are found 
For fcience and for fenfe renown'd ? 
jB^rri records their ftrength of parts. 
Extent of thought, and skill In arts 1 

How they perfprm the law's decrees. 

And fave the ftate the hang-man's fees, 

And how by travel underftand 

The language of another land. 

J-.et tho^ who (jueftion this report. 

To Trmy\ ancient page refort. 

How learn'd was that fagacious breed! 

^honow (like them) the^r^^/^ can read 1 
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As one of thefe, in days of yore, 
Rummag'd a fliop of learning o'er. 
Not like our modern dealers, minding 
Only the margin's breadth and binding ; 
A book his curious eye detains. 
Where, with exafteft care and pains. 
Were ev'ry bead and bird portray'd, 
That e'er the fearch of man furvey'd. 
Their natures and their powers were writ 
With all the pride of human wit; 
The page he with attention fpread. 
And thus remark'd on what he read. 

Man with ilrong reafon is endow'd 3 
A Bead fcarce inilind is allow'd : 
But let this author's worth be try'd, 
'Tis plain that neither was his* guide. 
Can he difcern the diff'rent natures. 
And weigh the pow'r of other creatures, 
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Who by the partial work hath ihown 
He knows fo little of his own ? 
How falfely is the fpaniel drawn ! 
Did Man from him firft learn to fawn? 
A dog proficient in the trade ! 
He, the chief flatt'rer nature made ! 
Gp, man, the ways of courts difcern. 
You'll find a fpaniel ftill might learn. 
How can the foxe's theft and plunder 
Provoke his cenfure, or his wonder ? 
From courtiers tricks, and lawyers arts 
The fox might well improve his parts. 
The lyon, wolf, and tyger's brood 
He curfes, for their thirft of blood; 
But is not man to man a prey ? 
Beads kill for hunger, men for pay. 

t 

The Bookfeller, who heard him fpeak. 
And faw him turn a page of Greek, 

Thought, 
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Thought, what a genius have I found ! 
Then thus addreft with bow profound* 

Learned Sir, if you'd employ your pen 
Againft the fenfelefs fons of ment 
Or write the hiftory of Siawj , J 

No man is better pay than I am ; '^ ** 

- -i^ 
Or, fince you're learn'd in Greeks let's fee 

Something againft the Trinity. 

When wrinkling with a fneer his trunk, .: 
Friend, quoth the E^phant, you're drunfc r 
E'en kfeep your money, and be wife; 
Leave man on man to criticife, 
For that you ne'er can want a pen 
Among the fenfeleis fons of men. 
They unprovok'd will court the fray, , 
Envy's a fliarper fpur than pay. 
No author ever fpar'd a brother. 
Wits are game-cocks to one another. 
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F A B L E XI. 
Tife Peacock, ffe Turkey, «»</ Goose. 

[N beauty faults confpicuous groir. 
The fmallelt fpeck is feen on fnow. 



As near a barn, bjr hunger led, 
i Peacock with the poultry fed; 
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All view'd him with an envious eye^ . , . 

And mock'd his gaudy pageantry: 

He, confcious of fuperior merit. 

Contemns their bafe reviling fpirit, 

His fiate and dignity afTumes, 

And to the fun difplays bis plumes. 

Which, like the heav'n's o'er-arching skies> 

Are fpangled with a thoufand eyes ; 

The circling rays and varied light 

At once confound their dazled fight. 

On ev'ry tongue detraftion burns. 

And malice prompts their fpleen by turnSii 

Mark, with what infolence and pride 
The creature takes his haughty ftride. 
The Turkey cries. Can fpleen contain ? 
Sure never bird was half fo vain ! 

m 

« 

But were intrinfic merit feen. 
We turkeys have the whiter skin. 
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From tongue to toflgtie they cailght abufc ; 
nd next was heaf d the hifEng Goofe. 
^ hat hideous legs! what filthy claws ! , 
fcorn to cenfure little flaws. ^ 
'hen what a horrid fquawling throat! 
Vn owls are frighted at the note. 



Trub. Thofe are faults, the Peacock cries, 
^y fcream, my Ihanks you riiay defpife : 
iut fuch blind critics rail in vain, 
^^hati overlook my radiant train ! 
jiowi did my legs (yduf fcorn and fport) 
■"he turkey or the goofe fuppdrt, 
did did ye fcr^am with harfher found, 
Phofe faults in you Had ne'er been found ; 
Po all apparent beauties blinds 
!aeh blemilh llrikes an envious thind. 



fc Thus 
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Thos in MTemblies have I feen 
A nymph of brighteft charms and mein 
Wake envy in each ugly faces 
And buzzing fcandal fills the place. 
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t A fi L E XH. 

duplD, H^MENj and PLtfTVSi 

A S Q^iti in Cythen^i grove 
r*. Employ'd the leffer powers of jovej 
)me tcaft the bow, dr fit the ftting, 
time give the taper fliaft its wing, 

E i Of 
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Or turn the polifli'd quiver's mold. 
Or head the darts with tempered gold. 

Amidfl their toil and various care, 
TTius Hymen, with aflfuming air, 
Addreft the God. Thou purblind chit. 
Of aukward and ill-judging wit. 
If matches are no better made. 
At once I muft forfwear my trade. 
You. fend me fuch ill-coupled folks. 
That 'tis a Ihame to fell them yokes. 
They fquabble for a pin, a feather. 
And wonder how they came together. 
The husband's fullen, dogged, fliy, 
The wife grows flippant in reply ; 
He loves command and due rellridion. 
And ihe as well likes contradidion ; 
She never flavifhly fubmits. 
She'll have her will, or have her fitst 



FABLES. . 47 

I this way tugs, flie t'other draws, 
le man grows jealous, and with caufe, 
)thing can fave him but divorce, 
id here the wife complies of courfe. 
When, fays the Boy, had I to do 
^ith either your affairs or you? 
aever idly fpend my darts; 
ou trade in mercenary hearts: 
or fettlements the lawyer's fee'd ; 
my hand witnefs to the Deed ? 
they like cat and dog agree, 

rail at Tlutusy not at me. 

Tlutus appear'd, and faid ; Tis true, 

1 UGfarriage, gold is all their view ; 
hey feek not beauty, wit or fenfe, 
nd love is feldom the pretence. 

11 offer incenfe at my (hrine, 

pd I alon^ the bargain fign. 

i; 3 How 
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How can Belinda blame her fate? 
She only ask'd a great eftate. 
2)om was rich enough, 'tis true. 
Her Lord muft give her title too ; 
And ev'ry man, or rich or poor, 
A fortune asks, and asks no more. 



^ 



Av'rice, whatever fliape it bears. 
Mull ftill be coupled with its cares. 
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FABLE xni. 
Tbe fame Stag. 

AS a young Stag the thicket pail. 
The branches held bis antlers fait, 
A clown, who faw the captive hung, 
/Vcrofs the horns his halter flung. 

E 4 Now, 
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Now, fafely hampered in the cord. 
He bore the prefent to his lord : 
His lord was pleas'd : as was the clownt 
When he was tipt with half-a-crown. 
The Stag was brought before his wife, 

* • 

The tender lady begg'd his life. 

How {leek's the skin ! how fpeck'd like ermine 

Sure never creature was fo charming ! 

At firft within the yard confin'd. 
He flies and hides from all tnankind ; 
Now bolder grown, with fixt amaze 
And diftant awe prefumes to gaze, 
Munches the linnen on the Unes, 
And on a hood or. apron dines; 
He ileals my little oiiafier's bread. 
Follows the fervants to be fed, 
Nearer and nearer now he (lands. 
To feel the praife; p£ patting hands, 

, ' E?:aipi 
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Examines ey2ry fifl for meat, 
Sind though repuls'd difdains retreat, 
Attacks again with leyell'd horns, 
/\nd maDj that was his terror, fcorns. 



Such is the count;ry maiden's fright, 
^hen firil a red-coat is in fight, 
Behind the door fhe hides her face. 
Next time at difiance eyes the lace^ 
She now can all his terrors (land, 
Nor from his fqueeze withdraws her hand i 
She plays familiar in his arms. 

And ev'ry foldier hath his charms ; 

^ • , " • • • 

From tent to tent ihe fpreads her flame : 
For cuftom conquers fear and ihame. 
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FABLE XIV. 

The Monkey who had fern theJVorti. 

A Monkey, to reform the times, 
-^ *■ Refolv'd to vilit foreign climes; 
For men in diilant regions roam 
To bring politer manners liome : 




F A B L E S. 

>Q forth he fives, all toil defies : 
EuSisfortune ferves to make us wife. 
' At length the treacherous fiiare was laid, 
Boor ^ug was caught, to town convey'd, 
'pbere fold ; (How cnvy'd was his doom, 
ie captive in a lady's room !) 
id as a lover of his chains, 
day by day her favour gains^ 
lene'er the duty of the day, 
^flie toilette calls ; with mimic play 
He twirles her knots, he cracks her fan, 
jLike any other gentleman. 
In yifits too his parts and wit, 
When Jefts grew dull, were fure to hit. 
Proud with applaufe, he thought his mind 
In ev'ry courtly art refin'd. 
Like Orpheus burnt with publick zeal, 
To civilize the picnkey weal ; 

» • ••.'■•■• • „ • * 
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So watch'd occafion, broke his chain. 
And fought his native woods again. 

The hairy fylvans round him prefs, 
Aftonifli'd at his ftrut and drefs. 
Some praife his fleeve, and others glotc 
Upon his rich embroidered coat, 
His dapper perriwig commending 
With the black tail behind depending, 
His powder'd back, above, below, 
Like hoary frofts, or fleecy fnow ; 
But all, with envy and defire, 
His fluttering Ihoulder-knot admire, 

Hear and improve, he pertly crie?, 
I come to niake a nation wife ; 
Weigh your own worth; fupport your placet 
The next in rank to human race. 
In cities long I pafs'd my days, 
Conversed with men> and learnt their ways: 

Th 
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Their drefs, their courtly manners fee ; 
Reform your Hate, and copy me. 
Seek ye to thrive ? In flatt'ry deal. 
Your fcorn, your hate, with that conceal ; 
Seem only to regard your friends. 
But ufe them for your private ends. 
Stint not to truth the flow of wit. 
Be prompt to lye, whene'er 'tis fit ; 
Bend all your force to fpatter merit ; 
Scandal is converfation's fpirit ; 
Boldly to ev'ry thing pretend, 
And men your talents fhaU commend ; 
I knew the Great. Obferve me right. 
So (hall you grow like man polite. 

He fpoke and bow'd. With mutt'ring jaws 
The wondring circle grinn'd applaufe. 

Now warm with malice, envy, fpite. 
Their mod obliging friends they bite. 

And 
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And fond to copy human ways, 

Prafiife new m^hie6 all their days; - ^ 

Thus tU^duli lad, too tall fo^^hool. ^ 
With travel finiflies the fool, §■ . -^ 

Stodiaus of^ ty'ry coxcomb's w^ ^ 

He drinlis, games, drelTes, whares aod fwed 
O'erlooks with fcorn all vinuous arts, i 

For vice is fitted to his parts. 
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No dangers here Ihall circumvent. 
Within the woods enjoy content. \ 

Sooner the hawk or vulture truft 
Than man; of animals the worft; 
In him ingratitude you find, 
A vice peculiar to the kind. 
The Iheep, whofe annual fleece is dy'd, 
To guard his health, and ferve his pride, 
Forc'd from his fold and native plain. 
Is in the cruel fhambles flain. 
The fwarms, who, with induftrious skill, 

> ■ • 

His hives with wax and hoiiey fill. 
In vain whole fummer days employed. 
Their (lores are fold, the race deftroy'd. 
What tribute from the goofe is paid ! 
Does not her wing all fcience aid ? 
Does it not lovers hearts explain, 
And drudge to raife tiie merciiant's gain? 

F What 
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What now rewards this general ufe? 
He takes the quills and eats the goafe 
Man then avoid, detelt bis wiys^ 
So fafety jhall prolong your days. 
When fervices are thus acquitted,^ 
Be fure we pheafants mufl be fpittei 
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FABLE XVr. 
T6e Pin aitJ the Needle. 



A Pin who long had ferv'd a Beauty, 
Proficient in the toilette's duty. 
Had form'd her fleeve, coniin'd her hair. 
Or giv'o her knot a fmarter air, 

F X Now 
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Now neareft to her lieart was plac'd. 
Now in her manteau's tail difgrac'd ; 
But could (he partial fortune blarney 
Who faw her lovers ferv'd the fame? 

At length from all her honours caf^ 
Through various turns of life (he pad; 
Now glitter'd on a taylor's arm. 
Now kept a beggar's infant warm. 
Now, rang'd within a mifer's coat. 
Contributes to his yearly groat. 
Now, rais'd again from low approach. 
She viGts in the dodor's coach ; 
Here, there, by various fortune toft. 
At laft in Grejham hall was loft. 

Charm'd with the wonders of the ihow, 
On ev'ry fide, above, below. 
She now of this or that enquires, 
* What leaft was underftood adtnires; 
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*Tis plain, each thing fo.iiiaibk' her mind, . 
Her head's of virtuofo kind. 

And pray what's this and this, icar fir ? 
A needle^ fays th' interpreter. 
She knew the name. And thus the fool 
Addreil her as a taylor's tool. 

A needle with that filthy (tone. 
Quite idle, all with ruft o'ergrown ! 
You better might employ your parts. 
And aid the fempllrefs in her arts. 
But tell me how the ^ndfhip grew 
Between that paultry flint and you ? 

Friend, fays the Needle, ceafe to blame j 
I follow real worth iuid fame. 
Know'A thou the loadilone's power and art. 
That virtue virtues can impart ? 
Of all his talents I partake. 
Who then can fuch a friend forfake? 

F 3 Tis 
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.Tis I direfl the pilot's hand 
To ibuo the rocks and treach'rous land; 
By me the dillant world is known. 
And either ludit is our own. 
Had I with milliners been bred. 
What had I been? the guide of thread. 
And drudg'd as vulgar needles do, 
Of no more confequence than you, 
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FABLE XVIL 
The Shefherts Dog and the Wolf. 

A Wolf, with hunger fierce and bold, 
Ravag'd the plains and tbinn'd the fold: 
Deep in the wood fecure he lay. 
The thefts of night regal'd the day j 

F4 In 
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In vain the Ihepherd's wakeful care 
Had fpread the toils and watch'd the fnare. 
In vain the dog purfu'd iiis pace. 
The fleeter robber mock'd the chafe. 

As Light foot rang'd the foreft rounds 
By chance his foe's retreat he found. 

Let us awhile the war fufpend. 
And reafon as from friend to friend. 

A truce, replies the Wolf? Tis done. 
The Dog the parley thus begun. 

How can that ftrong intrepid mind 
Attack a weak defencelefs kind ? 
Thofe jaws fliould prey on nobler food> 
And drink the boar's and lyon's blood ; 
Great fouls with genVous pity melt, 
Which coward tyrants never felt: 
How harmlefs is our fleecy care ! 
Be brave, and let thy mercy fpare. 

Frien< 
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Friend, fays the Wolf, the matter weigh, 
iture defign'd us beads of prey, 
s fuch, when hunger finds a treat, 
?is neceflary wolves ihould eat. 
' mindful of the bleating weal, 
liy bofom bum with real zeal, 
[ence, and thy tyrant lord befeech, 
o him repeat the moving fpeechs 
wolf eats Iheep but now and then, 
:ii thoufands are devour'd by men. 
a open foe may prove a curfe, 
:it a pretended friend is worfe. 
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FABLE XVffl. 

The PAmiEB. who fUafei No body md Every hi/, 

LEST men furpeCi your tale uotrne. 
Keep probability ia vievf. 
The travler, leaping o'er thofe bounds, 
The credit of his book confounds i 
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Who with hi$ tongue hath armies routed 
Makes ev'n bis real courage doubtecl* 
But flatt'ry never feems abfurd. 
The fiatter'd always take your word, 

fl 

loapoflibilities feem juf^ 

lliey take the ilrongeft praife on trufl j 

Hyperboles, thou^ ne*er To great, 

» 

Will flill come ihort of felf-conceit, 



So very like a Painter drew, 
That ev'ry eye the pifture knew ; 
He hit complexion, feature, air. 
So jull, the life itfelf was there. 
JIo flatt'ry, with his colours laid. 
To bloom reftor'd the faded maid. 
He gave each mufcle all its llrengtb. 
The mouth, the chin, the nofie's length 



His 



70 FABLES. 

His honed pencil touched with truth. 
And mark'd the date of age and youth. 

He loft his friends, his pradice fail'd. 
Truth ihould not always be reveal'd ; 
In dufty piles his pidures lay. 
For no one fent the fecond pay. 

Two buftos, fraught with ev'ry grace, 
A Venus' and A^ollo\ face. 
He plac'd in view ; refolv'd to pleafe, 
"Whoever fate, he drew from thefe. 
From thefe correfted ev*ry feature. 
And fpirited each aukward creaiture. 

All things were, fet ; the hour was come. 
His pallet ready o'er his thumb. 
My lord appeared, and feated right 
In proper attitude and light. 
The Painter look'd, he sketch'd the piece. 
Then dipt his pencil, talked of Greece^ 
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Of Titian's tints, of Guido\ air ; 
Thofe eyes, my lord, the fpirit there 
Might well a Raphaels hand require. 
To give them all the native fire ; 
The features fraught with fenfe and wit 
You'll grant are very hard to hit. 
But yet with patience you ihali view 
As much as paint and art can do. 

Obferve the work. My lord reply*d, 
Till now I thought my month was wide, 
Befides, my nofe is fomewhat long, 
Dear fir, for me, 'tis far too young. 

Oh, pardon me, the artifl cry'd. 
In this we painters mud decide. 
The piece ev'n common eyes mud ftrike, 
I warrant it eztreamly like. 

My lord examined it anew ; 
No looking-gUfs feem'd half fo true. 
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A lady came, with borrowed gracie 
He from his f^enus formed her face. 
Her lover praised the painter's art; 
So like the pidure in his heart! 
To' ev'ry age fome charm he lent, 
Ev'n Beauties were almoft content. 















Through all the town his art they prais'd^ 

» 

His cofiom grew, his price was rus*d» . 
Had he the real likeneis ihown. 
Would any man the pidure own? 
But when thus happily he wrought^ 
Each found the likenefs in his thoughts 
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FABLE XIX. 
Tie LvoN md the Cub.' 



'YOW fond are men of rale and phm^ 
TJL Who court it from the mean and bafel 
hefe cannot bear an equal nigh, 
at from fuperior merit fly ; 

iThejr 
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They love the cellar's vulgar joke. 
And lofe their hours in ale and fmoak ; 
There o'er fome petty club prefide. 
So poor, fo paultry is their pride ! 
Nay, ev'n with fools whole nights will fit. 
In hopes to be fupream in wit. 
If thefe can read, to thefe I Write, 
To fet their worth in truefl light. 



A Lyon-cub, of fordid mind. 
Avoided all the lyon kind ; 
Fond of applaufe, he fought the feafts 
Of vulgar and ignoble beafis. 
With alTes all his time he fpent. 
Their club's perpetual prefident 
He caught their maimers, looks and airs : 
An afs in ev'ry thingt but ears! 



I 
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If e'er his highnefs meant a joke, 
They grinn'd applaufe before he fpoke ; 
But at each word what ihouts of praife ! 
Good Gods ! how natural he brays ! 

Elate with flattVy and conceit. 
He feeks his royal fire's retreat ; 
Forward, and fond to fliow his parts. 
His highnefs brays, the Lyon darts. 

Puppy, that ciirft vociferation 

a.. 

Betrays thy life and converfation ; 
Coxcombs, an ever-noify race. 
Are trumpets of their own difgrace. 

Why fo fevere, the Cub replies ? 
Our fenate always held me wife. 

How weak is pride, returns the Sire, 
All foots are vain, when fools admire ! 
But know, what ftupid affes prize, 
Lyons and noble beads defpife. 

G FABLE 




76 



F /i B L E S. 




R 



?^ 



FABLE XX. 

The Old Hen md the Cock. 
ERrain your child ; youll foon believe 
The text, which fays, we fprung from£w. 



As an old Hen led forth her train. 
And feem'dw peck to fliow the grain j 



She 
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She rak'd the chaff, ihe fcratch'd the ground; 

>. And gleaned the fpacious yard around. 

^ddy chick, to t^ her wings, 

well's narrow margin fprings, 

|1 prone flie drops. The mother's breaft 

p4ay with forrow was poffeft. 

Cock ihe met ; her fon Ihe knew ; 

m her heart afifedion grew. 

( -r, )My fon, fays flie, I grant your years 

.^Have reach'd beyond a mother's cares ; 
. '*• 
1 fee you vig'rous, flrong and bold, 

t hear with joy your triumphs told $ 

rris not from cocks thy fate I dread : 

But let thy ever- wary tread 

Avoid yon well ; that fatal place 

ts fure perdition to our race^ 

Print this my counfel on thy breaft; 

To the juft Gods I leave the reft. 

0% HI 
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He thank'd her care ; yet day by day 
His bofom burn'd to diiobey. 
And every time the well he faw 
Scorn'd in his heart the fooUih law ; 
Near and more near each day he drew. 
And long'd to try the dang'rous view. 

Why was this idle charge ? he cries : 
Let courage female fears defpife. 
Or did fhe doubt my heart was brave. 
And therefore this injundion gave ? 
Or does her harveft (lore the place, 
A treafure for her younger race? 
And would ihe thus my fearch prevent? 
I ftand refolv'd, and dare th' event. 

Thus faid. He nwunts the margin's round, 
And pries into the depth profound. 
He ftretch'd his neck ; and from below, 

With ftretching neck advanced a foe ; 

With 
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With wrath his ruffled plumes he rears, 
The foe with ruffled plumes appears; 
Threat anfwer'd threat, his fury grew, 
Headlong to meet the war he flew; 
But when the watry death he found. 
He thus lamented, as he drown'd. 
1 ne'er had been in this condition 
But for my mother's prohibition. 
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FABLE XXI. 
The Rat-catcheii«S(/ Cats. 



TH E rats by night Tuch mifchief did, 
Betty was ev'ry morning chid : 
They undermin'd whole fides of bacon, 
^er cheere wasfapp'd, her tarts were tftken. 



Ho 



FABLES. ti 

•ier paflies, fenc'd with thickeft pafte, 
liV^ere all demolUh'd and laid waile. 
%e curft the cat for want of duty, 
iiVho left her foes a conftant booty. 

An Elngineer, of noted skill, 
Bngag'd to (lop the growing ill. 

From room to room he now furveys 
Their haunts, their works, their fecret ways. 
Finds where they 'fcape an ambufcade, 
And whence the nightly fally's made. 

An envious Cat, from place to place, 
Unfeen, attends his filent pace. 
She faw that, if his trade went on, 
The purring race muft be undone. 
So, fecretly removes his baits. 
And ev*ry firatagem defeats. 

Agai|^ he, fets the poyfon'd toils. 
And piifs again the labour foils. 

Q 4 What 

*, •• 

' . . •' . 

* - 
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What foe (to fruttrate my defigns) 
My fchemes thus nightly countermines ? . 
Incens'd, he cries : this very hour 
' The wretch fhall bleed beneath my power. 

So faid. A ponderous trap he brought. 
And in the faft poor pufs was caught. 

Smuggler, fays he, thou flialt be made 
A viftim to our lofs of trade. 

The captive Cat with piteous mews 
For pardon, life and freedom fues. 
A filler of the fcience fpare. 
One intVefl is our common care. 

What infolence! the man reply'^. 
Shall cats with us the game divide ? 
Were all your interloping band 
Extinguifli'd, or expell'd the land. 
We rat-catchers might raife our fees, 
Sole guardians of a nation's cheefel 
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A Cat, who faw the lifted knife, 
Thus fpoke, and fav'd her fifter's life, 

In ev'ry age and clime we fee, 
Two of a trade can ne'er agree, 
Each hates his neighbour for encroaching $ 
Squire fligmatizes fquire for poaching ; 
Beauties with beauties are in arms, 
And fcandal pelts each other's charms ; 
Kings too their neighbour kings dethrone9 
In hope to make the world their own. 
But let us limit our defires. 
Not war like beauties, kings and fquires, 

* 

For though we both one prey purfue, 
"^here's game enough for us and you. 
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FABLE XXn. 

ne Goat without a tear J. 



>' I '^IS certain, that the modilh palfions 
JL Defcend among the croud, like Silhions. 
., Excnfeme then; if pride, conceit, 
(The manners of the fair and great) 
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^ve to monkeys, afTes, dogs, 
*leas, owls, goats, butterflys and hogs. 
. fay, that thefe are proud. What then ? 
Ptjieyer £ud, they equal men. 



# 



■v 



A. Goat (as vain as goat can be) 
Afi^ed fingularity : 
Whene'er a thy my bank he found. 
He ron'd upon the fragrant ground. 
And then with fond attention flood, 
]Pix'd, o*er his image in the flood. 

I hate my frowzy beard, he cries ; 
My youth is loft in this difguife. 
Did not the females know my vigour. 
Well might they loath this rev Vend figure. 

Refolv*d to fmooth his ihaggy face, 
He fought the barber of the place. 
A flippant monkey, fpruce and fmart, . 
Hard by, profeft the dapper art ; His 
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His pole with pewter bafons hung, 
Black rotten teeth in order flrung, 
Rang'd cups, that in the window flood, 
Lin'd with red rags, to look like blood. 
Did well his threefold trade explain, 
.Who fliav'd, drew teeth, and breath'd a vein, 

The Goat he welcomes with an air. 
And feats him in his wooden chair. 
Mouth, nofe and cheek the lather hides. 
Light, fmooth and fwift the razor glides, 

I hope your cuftom, Sir, fays pug^ 
Sure never face was half fo fmug! 

The Goat, impatient for applaufe. 
Swift to the neighboring hill withdraws ; 
The fliaggy people grinn'd and flar'd. 

Heighday! what's here? without a beard} 
Say, brother, whence the dire difgrace ? 
What envioiis band hath robb'd your face? 

4 Whc 
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iVhen thus the fop with fmiles of fcorn. 
z beards by civil nations worn ? 
'n Mufiovites have mow'd their chins, 
ill we, like formal Caj^ucins^ 
ibborn in pride, retain the mode, • 
id bear about the hairy load ? 
hene'er we through the village ilray, 
e we not mock'd along the way, 
\ilted with loud fhouts of fcorn, 
' boys our beards difgrac'd and torn ? 
Were you no more with goats to dwell, 
other, 1 grant you reafon well, 
^plies a bearded chief. Befide, 
boys can mortify thy pride, 
)w wilt thou (land the ridicule 
our whole flock? afFeded fool! 
ixcombs, diftinguiih'd from the retf , 

) all but coxcombs are a jefi. 

FABLE 




FABLE XXffl. 
The Old Woman anil her Cats. 



WHO friendihip with a knave ha(h made 
Is judg'd a partner in the trade. 
The matron, who conduAs abroad 
A willing nymph, is thought a bawd ; 

And 
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And if a modeft girl is feen 
'iQi one who ctires a lover's fpleen, 
^giiefs her, not extreamly nice, 
oidy wUh to know her price. 

J. 

thus, that on the choice of friends 
^ood or evil oome depends. 





A wrinkled hag, of wicked fame, 
de a little fmoaky flame 

ke hov'ring, pinch'd with age and froft ; 

er fluivell'd hands, with veins emboli. 
Upon her knees her weight fufiains. 
While palfie Ihook her crazy brains ; 
She mumbles forth her backward prayers. 
An tmtam'd fcold of fourfcore years. 
About her fwarm'd a num'rous brood 
Of Cats, who lank with hunger mew'd. 



Teaz'd 
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Teaz'd with their cries her cholcr grew^ 
And thus flie ^puttsr'd. Hence, ye crew; 
Fool that I was, to entertain 
Such imps, fuch fiends, t. hellifh train \ 
Had ye be'?n rcve- hous'd and nurft, 
I, fcv a witch, had ne'er been curft. 
To yo^u I owe, that crouds of boys 
'Worry tsa with eternal noife ; 
Straws laid acrofs my pace retard. 
The horfe-iiHoe's nail'd (each threftiold's guards 
The ftunted broom the wenches hide. 
For fear that I ihould up and ride ; 
They flick with pAns my bleeding featj 
And bid me fliow nAy fecret teat. 

t 

To hear you prate would vex a faint. 
Who hath moft reafon of complaint? 
Replies a Car. Let's come to proof. 

Had we ne'er ftarv'd beneafi your roof^ 

% 
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had, like others of our race, 
redit llv'd, as bealls of chace. 
infamy to ferve a hag; 
are thought imps, her broom a tag ; 
. boys flgainft our lives combine, 
lufe, 'tis faid, your cats have nine. 
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FABLE XXIV. 

The Butterfly and the Snail. 
L L upflarts, infolent in place. 
Remind us of their vulgar race. 



As, in the fun-fliine of the mora, 
A Butterfly (but newly born) 



Site 
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6ate proudly perking on a rofe ; 
With pert conceit his bofom glows* 
His wings (all glorious to behold) 
fiedropt with azure, jet and gold, 
Wide he difplays ; the fpdngled dew 
Reflefts his eyes and various hue* 

His ilow forgotten friend, a Snails 
Bieneath his houfe, with illmy trail 
Drawles o'er the grafs ; whom when he fpies> 
[n wrath he to the gard'ner cries : 

What means yon peafant's daily toil, 
From choaking weeds to rid the foil ? 
^hy wake you to the morning's care? 
SVhy with new arts correft the yfear? 
iVhy glows the peach with crimfon hue ? 
Vnd why the plum's inviting blue ? 
iVere they to feaft his tafte defign'd^ 
That vermine of voracious kind ? 

H % Cfufh 



^4 FABLES. 

Crufh then the flow, the pilfring race. 
So purge thy garden from difgrace. 

What arrogance! the Snail reply'd; 
How infolent is upflart pride ! 
Hadfl thou.not thus, with infult vain, 
Provok'd my patience to complain; 
I had conceal'd thy meaner birth, 
Nor trac'd thee to the fcum of earth. 
For fcarce nine funs have wak'd the hours. 
To fwell the fruit and paint the flowers. 
Since I thy humbler life furvey'd. 
In bafe, in fordid guife array'd ; 
A hideous infed, vile, unclean. 
You dragg'd a flow and noifome train. 
And from your fpider bowels drew 
Foul film, and fpun the dirty clue. 
I own my humble life, good friend ; 
Snail was I born, and fnail fhall end. 
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A what's a butterfly? At beft, 
*s but a caterpillar, drefl: 
d all thy race (a numVous feed) 
lU prove of caterpillar breed. 
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FABLE XXV. 

nt ScoLc and the Pakrot. 



THE husband thus reprov'd his wife. 
Who deals in (lander, lives in llrife, 
Art thou the herald of difgrace^ 
Peoonncing v^ to aU thy race \ 



Caq 
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Can nothing quell thy thunder's rage, 
Which fpares nor friend, nor fex, nor age ? 
That vixen tongue of yours, my dear, .. 
Alarms our neighbours far and near ; 
GdcydGods! 'tis like a rolling river. 

It 

Ttiiit murm'ring flows, and flows for ever ! 
Ne'er tir'd, perpetual difcord fowing ! 
Like fame, it gathers flrength by going. 
Heighday ! the flippant tongue replies, 
How folemn is the fool ! how wife ! 
Is nature's choiceft gift debarr'd ? 
Nay, frown not ; for I will be heard. 
Women of late are finely ridden, 
A parrot's privilege forbidden ! • 
You praife his talk, his fquawling fong, 

< 

But wives are always in the wrong. 

Now reputations flew in pieces 
Of mothers, daug;hters, aunts and neices, 

H 4 • She 
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She ran the parrot's language o'er ; 
Bawd, hufly, drunkard, llattern, whore. 
On all the fex fhe vents her fury. 
Tries and condemns without a jury. 

At once the torrent of her words 
Alarm'd cat, monkey, does and birds ; 
All join their forces to confound her, 
Pufs fpits, the monkey chatters round her. 
The yelping cur her heels alTauIts, 
The magpye blabs out all her faults ; 
Toll, in the uproar, from his cage, 
With (his rebuke out-fcream'd hpt ragjc, 



A parrot is for talking priz'd. 
But prattli):^ women are defpis'd ; 
(She, who attacks another*s honour, 
Phws ev'ry living thing upon hfr. 



Thinfe 
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Unk, madam, when you Sretch yotir lungs, 
liat all your neighbours too have tongues; 
toe Oander muft ten thourand get, 
lie world with inteteft pays the debt. 
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FABLE XXVI. 

TheCtJK mi the Masiifp. 

A Sneaking Cur, the mafler's fpy, 
X^ Rewarded for his daily lye. 
With fecret jealoufies and fears 
Set all together by the ears, 

Poof 
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VOM^ pufs to-day was in difgrace, 
Ihcr cat fupply'd her place ; 
Pfe^ hound was beat, the maftiff chid, 
il^ monk^ was the room forbid, 
£Kh to his deareft friend grew fhy, 
/knd none could tell the reafon why. 

•I 

A plan lo rob the houfe was laid; 
ilie thief with love feduc'd the maid, 

'.'*■'■ 

■ ■ ■ • I 

^jord the Cur, and drok'd his head, 
And bought his fecrefy with bread. 
He next the Maftiflf *s honour try'd, 
Whofe honeft jaws the bribe defy'd ; 
He llretch'd his hand to proffer more ; 
The furly dog his fingers tore. 

Swift ran the Cur ; with indignation 
The mailer took his information. 
Hang him, the villain's curft, he cries. 
And round bis neck the halter ties. 



The 
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The Dog his humble fuit preferr'd. 
And begg'd in juftice to be heard. 
The mailer fat. On either hand 
The cited dogs confronting (land ; 
The Cur the bloody tale relate^ 
And, like a lawyer, aggravates. 

Judge not unheard, the MaftifF cry*d. 
But weigh the caufe of either fide. 
Think not that treacb'ry can be juft. 
Take not informers words on truft ; 

• • * 

They ope their hand to ev-ry pay ; 
And you and me by turns betray. 

He fpoke. And all the truth appear*d. 
The Cur was hang'd, the Maftiff cleared. 
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FABLE XXVn. 
The Sick Man and the Angel. 



lOJ 




'S there no hope! the fick man faid, 
. The Clent do3or Ihook his head, 
nd took his leave, with figns of forrow, 
^fpairing of his fee to-morrow. 



When 
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When thus the Man, with gafping breathe 
I feel the chilling wound of death. 
Since I mufl bid the world adieu i 
Let me my former life review. 
I grant, my bargains well were made. 
But all men over-reach in trade; 
TTis felf defence in each profeflion. 
Sure felf-defence is no tranrgreilion. 
Hie little portion in my hands. 
By good fecurity on lands. 
Is well encreas'd. If unawares. 
My juftice to my felf and heirs. 
Hath let my debtor rot in jail. 
For want of good fufficient bail} 
If I by writ, or bond, or deed 
Reduced a family to need. 
My will hath made the world amends ; 
My hope on charity depends* 
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hen I am number'd with the dead, 
id all my pious gifts are read, 
1^ heav'i; .and earth 'twill then be known 
ly charities were amply fhown. 
An Angel came. Ah friend, he cry'd, 
more in flattVing hope confide. 
Ian thy good deeds in former times 
latweigh the ballance of thy crimes? 
^hat widow or what orphan prays 
?o crown thy life with length of days? 
i pious anion's in thy power, 
'mbrace with joy the happy hour; 
hWt while you draw the vital air, 
'rove your intention is fincere : 
liis inftant give a hundred pound ; 
^our neighbours want, and you abound. 
But why fuch hade, the Tick Man whines, 
^ho knows as yet what Heav'n defigns ? 

Perhaps 



io6 



FABLES. 



Perhaps I may recover ffiU. 

That fum and more are in my will. > 

Fool, fays the Vifion, now 'tis plain,^-: . , 
Your life, your foul, your heav'n was gunt ':j 
From ev'ry fide, with all your might. 
You fcrap'd, and fcrap'd beyond your right. 
And after death would fain attone. 
By giving what is not your own. 

While there Is life, there's hope, he cry'd) 
llien why fuch halle? fo groan'd and dy'd. 
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FABLE XXVra. 
7%; Persian, the Sun and the Cloud. 

IS there a bard whom genius fires, 
Whofe ev'ry thought the God infpires? 
IK'hen Envy reads the nervous lines, 
>he frets, (he rails, flie raves, Ihe pines, 

I Her 
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Her hiffing fnakes with venom fwell, 
She calls her venal train from hell> 
The fervile fiends her nod obey. 
And all Curl's authors are in pay. 
Fame calls up calumny and fpite. 
Thus ihadow owes its birth to light. 



As proftrate to the God of day 
With heart devout a Terfian lay; 
His invocation thus begun. 

Parent of light, all-feeing Sun, 
Pl^olific beam, whofe rays difpenfe 
The various gifts of Providence, 

Accept our praife, pur daily prayer, 

> 

Smile on our fields and blefs the year. 

A Cloud, who mock'd his grateful tongue, 
The day with fudden darknefs hung. 



Wit 
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With pride and envy fwell'd, aloud 
A voice thus thunder'd from the cloud. 

Weak is this gaWdy God of thine, 
Whom I at will forbid to fliine ; 
Shall I nor vows, nor incenfe kno\y ? 
Where praife is due the praife bellow. 

With fervent zeal the Terjian mov'd 
Thus the proud calumny reprov'd. 

It was that God, who claims my prayer, 
Who gave thee birth and rais'd thee there: 
When o'er his beams the veil is thrown 
Thy fubftance is but plainer fliown. 
K palling gale, a puff of wind 
Difpells thy thickeft troops combined. 

The gale arofe ; the vapor toft 
[The fport of winds) in air was loft ; 
The glorious orb the day refines. 
Thus Envy breaks, thus Merit fhines. 

I X FABLE 
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FABLE XXIX, 
The Fox at the {tint of ienth. 

A Fox, in life's extrcam decay, 
Weak, lick and ^c, expiringlayi 
All appetite had left his maw. 
And age difarm'd his mumbling jaw. 
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His Dum'rons race around him {land 

To learn their dying fire's command ; 

He rais'd his head with whining moan^ 

And thus was heard the feeble tone. 

I 

Ah {oBs, from evil ways depart, 
My crimes lye heavy on my heart. 
See* fee, the murdefd geefe appear! 
Why are thofe bleeding turkeys there ? 

Why all around this cackling train. 
Who haunt my ears for chicken (Iain? 

The hungry foxes round them llar'd. 
And for the promised feaft prepar'd. 

Where, Sir, is all this dainty cheer? 
Nor turkey, goofe, nor hen is here : 
Thefe are the phantoms of your brain. 
And your fons lick their lips in vain. 

O gluttons, fays the drooping (Ire s 
(^e^rain inordinate defire ; 

I 3 Your 
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Your liquVifh tafte you fhall deplore. 
When peace of confcience is no more. 
Does not the hound betray our pace, 

* 

And gins and guns deilroy our race ? 
Thieves dread the fearching eye of power. 
And never feel the quiet hour. 
Old-age, (which few of us fhall know) 
Now puts a period to my woe^ 
Would you true happinefs attain. 
Let honefty your paffions rein ; 
So live in credit and efteem. 
And, the good-name you loft, redeem. 

The counfel's good, a fox replies, 
Gould we perform what you advife. 
Think, what our anceftors have done | 
A line of thieves from fon to fon $ 
To us defcends the long difgrace. 
And infamy hath mark'd our race. 

4 Thoi 
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Though we, like harmlefs Iheep, fliould feed, 
Honeft in cliought, in word, and deed, 
Wiiatever lien-rooft is decreas'd. 
We fliall be thought to fliare the feaft. 
The change fiiall never be believ'd, 
A loft good-name is ne'er retrieved. 
Nay then, replies the feeble fox, 
(But, hark ! I hear a hen that clocks) 
Go, but be mod'rate in your food ; 
A chicken too might do me good. 
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FABLE XXX. 
T^eSsTriKG-DoG ami the. Partridge. 



THE rwging Dog the llttbble tries, 
And fearches ev'ry breeze that flies; 
The fcent grows warmi with cfatious feat 
He creeps, and points the covey near. 



The 
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Tte mm in filence, far behind, 
Confcious of game, the net untTind, 

A Partridge, with experience wife, 
The firaudfid preparation fpies, 
^e mocks their toils, alarms her brood. 
The covey fprings, and feeks the wood ; 
But ere her certain wing fhe tries, 
Tlias to the creeping fpaniel cries. 

Thou fawning flave to mm*s deceit, ^■^' 
Thou pimp of lux'i'y, fneaking cheat, 
Of thy whole fpecies thou difgrace. 
Dogs fliould difown thee of their race ! 
For if I judge their native parts. 
They're born with honeft open hearts. 
And, ere they feryI4 man's wicked ends, 
Were generous £pes or real friends. 

When thus the Dog with fcomful fmile. 
Secure of wing'thou dar'll revile. 

Clowns 



■"^ 
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Clowns are to polifh'd manners blind ; 

How ign'rant is the ruftick mind ! • .v'*^ 

My worth fagacious courtiers fee. 

And to preferment rife like me. ii 

The thriving pimp, who beauty fet^ 

Hath oft' enhanced a nation's debts s 

Friend fets his friend, without regard; " . 

And minillers his skill reward. 



Thus train'd by man, I learnt his wajrs, 
And growing favour feafts my days. 

I might have guefs'd, the Partridge faid. 
The place where you were train'd and fed 3 
Servants are apt, and in a trice 
Ape to a hair their matter's vice. 
You came from court, you fay. Adien, 
5he faid, and to the covey flew. 
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FABLE XXXI. 

Tht Vnhierfal Apparition. 

ARike, by ev'ry palEon rul'd. 
With ev'ry vice his youth had cool'd ; 
Pifeafe his tainted blood aflails. 
His fpifits droop, his vigor fails, 



With 
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With fecret ills at home he pines, 
Andy like infirm old-age, declines. 

As, twing'd with pain, he penfive fits. 
And raves, and prays, and fwears by fits, 
A ghafUy phantome, lean and wan. 
Before him rofe, and thus began. 

My name perhaps hath reached your ear ; 
Attend, and be advised by Care. 
Nor love, nor honour, wealth nor power 
Can give the heart a cheerful hour. 
When health is loft. Be timely wife: 
With health all tatte of pleafqre flips. 

Thus faid, the phantome difappears, 
The wary counfel wak'd his fears; 
He now from all excefs abfiains. 
With phyfick purifies his veins ; 
And to procure a fober life 
Refolves to yentpre on a wife, 



1 
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But now again the fprite afcends^ 
Where'er he walks his ear attends, 
iinuates that beauty's frail, 
liat perfeverance mull prevail 
^ith jealoufies his brain inflames, 
nd whifpers all her lovers names ; 
other hours flie reprefcnts 
[is houfhold charge, his annual rents, 
ncreafing debts, perplexing duns, 
nd nothing for his younger fons. 
Strait all his thought to gain he turns, 
nd with the thirft of lucre burns ; 
ut when pofleft of fortune's ftore, 
^he fpedbe haunts him more and more, 
ets want and mifery in view, 
lold thieves and all the murdVing crew, 
Jarms him with eternal frights, 
fefts his dream, or wakes his nights. 
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How fiiall he chafe this hideous guefl? 
Power may perhaps proted his reftj 
To pow'r he rofe. Again the fprite 
Befets him morningf noon and night. 
Talks of ambition's tottVing fear. 
How envy perfecutes the great, 
Of rival hate, of treach'rou^ friends. 
And what difgrace his fall attends. 

The court he quits to fly from Care, 
And feeks the peace of rural air ; 
His groves, his fields amus'd his hours. 
He prun'd his trees, he rais'd his flowers ; 
But Care again his iteps purfues. 
Warns him of blafts, of blighting dews. 
Of plund'rlng infeds, fnails and rains. 
And droughts that flarve the laboured plains. 
Abroad, at home, the fpedre's there : 
In vain we feek to fly from Care. ^ 
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length he thus the ghoft addreft. 
thou mutt be my conlUnt guefl, 
id, and follow me no more, 
)are by right fliould go before. 
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FABLE XXXD. 
Tie twt Owls aiui the SpAnaow. 

TW O formal Owls together fatet 
Conferring thus in folemn chat. 
How is the modem talle decay'd 1 
-Where's the refpeS to wifdom paid! 
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Our jirorth the Gf^ecian fages kne\r. 
They gave our fires the honour due. 
They weighed the dignity of* fowls, 
And pry'd into the depth of owls. 

• * 

AthejfSy^ the feat of learned fame^ 

■• 

■yfhsSb, general voice rever'd our name t 

On merit title was conferr^d^ 

■.-■..' • • 

r^sA^m^zAot'AxYC Athenian h\x^. 

Brothet*, you reafon well, replies 
Tbe fblemn mate, with half-ihut eyes ; 
Right. Athens was the. feat of learning,. 
And truly wifdom is difcerning* 
Befides, on Talks' helm we fit j' ' 
The tj'pe and ornament of wit r- 
But now, alas, we're quite neglefted. 
And a pert fparrow's more rel^fted* 

A Sparrow, who was lodg'd befide, . • 
O'erhears them footh each other*s pride, 
' * K And 
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And thus he mmbly vents his heat. 

Who meets a fool muft find conceit 
1 grant, you were at Athens grac'd. 
And on Minerva\ helm were plac'd, 

« 

But ev'ry bird that wings the iky» 
£xcept an owl, can tell you why. 
From hence they taught their fchools to know 
How falfe we judge by outward ihow> 
That we fliould never looks eileem. 
Since fools as wife as you might feem. 
Would ye contempt and fcom avoid, 
Let your vain-glory be deftroy'd ; 
Humble your arrogance of thought, 
Purfqe the ways by nature taught. 
So fhall ye find delicious fare. 
And gratefiil farmers praife your care. 
So ihall fleek mice your chafe reward. 
And no keen cat find more regard. 

F ABL 
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FABLE XXXra. 
The Courtier, and Proteus. 

WHene'er a cpurtier's out of phce, 
The country flielters bis difgrace; 
Where, doom'd to exercife and health, 
Jiis houfe and gardens own his wealth. 

K a He 
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He builds new fchemes, in hope to gain 
The plunder of another reign ; 
Like Thilifs fon would fain be doing. 
And fighs for other realms to ruin. 



As one of thefe (without his wand) 
Penfive, along the winding flrand 
Employed the folitary hpur 
In projefts to regain his power ; 
The waves in fpreading circles ran, 
Troteus arofe, and thus began. 

Came you from court ? For in your mein 
A felf-impof tant air is feen. 

He frankly own'd his friends had trick'd him, 
And how he fell his party's viftim. 

Know, fays the God, by matchlefs skill 
I change |o ev'ry fliape ac will ; 
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But yet, I'm told, at court you fee 
Thofe who prefume to rival me. 

Thus faid. A Aiake, with hideous trail, 
fProfeus extends his fcaly mail. 

Know, fays the Man, though proud in place, 
All courtiers are of reptile race. 
Like you, they take that dreadful form. 
Bask in the fun, and fly the ftorm ; 
With malice hif?, with envy glote, 
^. And for convenience change their coat. 
With new-got luftre rear their head. 
Though on a dunghill born and bred. 

Sudden the God a lyon (lands, 
He fhakes his mane, he fpurns the fands ; 
Now a fierce lynx, with fiery glare, 
A wolf, an afs, a fox, a bear. • 

* * 

Had I ne'^ Kv'd at court, he cries, 
Su9h ttaneformation might furprife ; 

K 3 * W 
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Bat there, in queft of daily gam^ 

Each able courtier ads the fame* . 

... I. 

Wolves, lyoDs, lynxes, while in placcy 
Then- friends and fellows are their chace; 
They play the bear's and fox*s part. 
Now rob by force, now fteal with art j 
They fometimcs in the fenate bray; 
Or, chang'd again to beads of prey, 
Down from the lyon to the ape, 
Pradife the frauds of ev'ry fliape. 

So faid. Upon the God he flies. 
In ibords the ilruggling captive tyes. 

Now, Troteus, now (to truth compell'd) 
Speak, and eonfefs thy art excell'd. 
Ufe ftrcngth, furprife, or what you will. 
The courtier finds evafion ftill ; 

« 

Not to be bound by any tyes. 
And never forc'd to leave his lyes. 

F A B L 
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FABLE XXXIV. 

The Mastiffs. 

< H O S E, who io qnarrels Interpore, 
Molt often wipe a bloody nofe. 



' K Maffif^ of true Englijh blood, 
I/}T'd fighdog better than his food, 

K 4 When 
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When dogs were fnarling for a bone. 
He longed to make the war his own. 
And often found (when two contend) 
To interpofe obtained his end ; 
He glory'd in his limping pace. 
The fears of honour feam'd his face. 
In ev'ry limb a gafh appears. 
And frequent fights retrenched his ears. 

As, on a time, he heard from far 
Two dogs engag'd in noify war. 
Away he fcours and lays about him, 
Refolv'd no fray fhould be without him. 

Forth from his yard a tanner flies. 
And to the bold intruder cries, 

V 

A cudgel fhall correft your manners. 

Whence fprung this curfed hate to tanners? 

» 

Whife on my dog you vent your fpite^ 
Sirrah, 'tis me you dare not bite; 
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To fee the battel thus perplext, 
/ith equal rage a butcher vext, 
'oarfe-fcreaming from the circled croud| 
o the curft MaftifF cries aloud. 
Both Hockley-hok and Mary-bone 
he combats of my dog have known ; 
^e ne'er, like bullies coward-hearted, 
ttacks in^publick, to be parted ; 
^hink not, rafh fool, to fhare his fame, 
ie his the honour or the Ihame. 

Thus faid, they fwore and rav'd like thupder, 
rhen dragg'd their faften'd dogs afunder, 
Vhile clubs and kicks fronj ev'ry fide 
Lebounded from the MaftifTs hide. 






All reeking now with'fweat and blood 
.-whilp the|)arted warriors fteod, 



Then 
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Then poor'd upon the meddling fiie; 
Who, worried) howrdandfpnwl'dbdoir: 
He rofe; and limping ftom die iaft 
By both fides mangled, Ibe^'d away. 
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F A B L r XXXV. * ' ' ' 
The Bfk&LEV-Mo'vf Md'tie Dunghill. 

How many fancy airs we meet • 
From Timfk-har to Aldg»te-ftKeeii . . 
Proud rogues, who fliar'd the South-fia preji 
And fprung like muflirooms in a day! 

they 
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They think it mpjui, to condefcend * 
.To know a brother or a friend ; 
They- blalh to hear their mother's name. 
And by their pride expofe their Ihame. 



As crofs his yard, at early day, 
A careful farmer took his way. 
He ftopVi, and leaning on his fork 
Obferv*d the flail's inceflant work ; 
In thought he meafur'd all his {lore. 
His geefe, his hogs he numbered o'er, 

^ In fancy weigl^'d the fleeces ihorn, ; 

< And multiply'd the next year's corn." 
' 'A Barley-mow, which dood beflde. 
Thus to its mufing matter 'cry'd. 
Say, good fir, is it fit or right 
To treat me with negledl and flight^ 



■/■■ 
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le, who contribute to your cheer, 
ind raife your mirth with ale and beer ! 
Vhy thus infulted, thus difgrac*d, 
Ind that vile dunghill near me plac'd ? 
ire thofe poor fweepings of a groom, 
rtiat filthy fight, that naufeous fume 
4eet objeds here? Command it hence: 
L thing fo mean mud give ofience. 
The humble Dunghill thus reply'd. 
rhy mafler hears and mocks thy pride, 
afult not thus the meek and low, 
Q me thy benefador know i 
Ay warm afHfiance gave thee birth, 
)r thou hadft perilh'd low in earth; " 
\\a. upflarts, to fupport their (lation, 
'ancell at once all obligation. 
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FABLE XXXVI. 
PYTHAG0ii.A5«in/;i&r Countryman. 



'pTtba^rti rofe at early dawn. 

By foaring medication diawn. 
To breathe tlie fragrance of the day, 
Tbrongh flow'ry fields be cook his way; 
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I mufiog contemplation warm. 
Us fteps mif-Ied him to a farm, 
Inhere, on the ladder's topmoft round 
L Peafant fiood ; the hammer's found 
hook the weak bam. Say, friend, what care 
lalls for thy honeft labour there ? 
The Clown wfth furly voice replies, 
[oigeance aloud for juftice cries : 

r 

lu5 kite, by daily rapine fed, 
4y hen's annoy, my turkey's dread, 
Lt length his forfeit life hath paid ; 
iee, oh the wall his wings difplay'd, 
iere nail'd, a terror to his kind, 
4y fowls fliall future fafety find, 
dy yard the thriving poultry feed, 
Vnd my barn's refufe fat the breed. 

Friend, fays the Sage, the doom is wife, 
?or publick good the murd'rer dies; 

7 *But 
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Bat if thefe tyrants of the air 
Demand a fentence fo fevere, 
Ttiink Iiow the glutton man devours ; 
What bloody feafts regale his hours! 
O impudence of power and might. 
Thus to condemn a hawk or kite. 
When thou perhaps, carnivVous finner, 
Hadft pUUets yefterday for dinner ! 

Hold, cry'd the Clown, with pafOon heateu 
Shall kites and men alike be treated ? 
When Heav'n the world with creatures ftor*d# 
Man was ordain'd their fov'raign lord. 

Thus tyrants boaft, the Sage reply'd, 
Whofe murders fpring from power and pride^ 
Own then t*his manlike kite is (lain 
Thy '^eater lux'ry to fuftain ; 
For * fetty rogues Jkbmit to fate ^ 
That great ones may enjoy their Jiate^ 

* Garth's Difpenfary, F A fi L 
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FABLE XXXVn. 
T^e Farmer's Wife and the Raven. 



w 



[head? 
H Y are thofe tears? Why droops your 

Is then your other husband dead ? 

Or does a worfe difgrace betide? 

Hath no one fince his death apply'd? 

L Alas! 
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Alas! you know the caufe too weD. 
The fait is fpilt, to me it fell. 
Then to contribute to my lofs, 
My knife and fork were laid acrofs. 
On friday too ! the day I dread ! 
Would I were fafe at home in bed! 
Laft night (I vow to Heav'n 'tis true) 
Bounce from the fire a coffin flew. 
Next poll fome fatal news fliall tell. 
God fend my Cornijh friends be well ! 
Unhappy widow, ceafe thy tears, 
Nor feel afflidlion in thy fears y 
Let not thy ilomach be fufpended* 
Eat now» and weep when dinner's ended. 
And when the butler dears the table 
For thy diiTert I'll read my fabk. 

Betwixt her fwaggiog pannier's load 
A Fiarmer's wife to market rode. 
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Ind, jogging on, with thoughtful care 
DUmm'd up the profits of her ware ; 
fcVhen^ darting from her filver dreami 
thus far and wide was heard her fcream. 

That raven oh yon left-hand oak 
Curfe on his ill-betiding croak) 
iodes me no good. No more Ihe faid, 
When poor blind Ball ^\i\i ftumbling tread 
Fell prone ; o'erturn'd the pannier lay, 
And her mafli'd eggs beftrow'd the way. 

A- 

She, fprawling in the yellow road, 
daird, fwore and curd. Thou croaking toad, 
Al murrain take thy whorefon throat ! 
[ knew misfortune in the note. . 

Dame, quoth the Raven, fpare your oaths. 
Unclench your fift, and wipe your cloaths. 
5ut why on me thofe curfes thrown ? 
5oody, the fault was all your own ; 

L % For 
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For had you laid this brittle ware >' 

On ^ufit the old fure-footed marej <^ 

Though all the ravens of the Hundrid ■'■% 
With croaking had your tongue out-thondet^i^ 

Sure-footed "Dun had kept bis legs, '% 

And yoU) good woman, &v'd your eggs. M 
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FABLE XXX Vni. 

The Turkey and the Ant. 

IN other men we faults can fpy. 
And blame the mote that dims their eye, 
Each little fpeck and blemilh find, 
To pur own ftronger errors blind. 

LJ A 
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A Turkey, tir*d of common food, 
Forfook the barn and fought the wood, 
Behind her ran her infant train, 
CoIIeding here and there a grain. 

Draw near, my birds, the mother crieS| 
This hill delicious fare fupplies ; 
Behold, the bufy Negro race, 
See, millions blacken all the place ! 
Fear not. Like me with freedom eat ; 
An ant is mod delightful meat. 
How bleft, how envy'd were our life. 

Could we but Tcape the poult'rer*s knife I 
But man, curft man on turkeys preys^ 
And Chrijlmas fhortens all our days ; 
Sometimes with oyfters we combine. 
Sometimes alTifl the fav'ry chine. 
From the low peafant to the lord. 
The turkey fmoaks on ev*ry board. 
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Sure men for gluttony are curft. 
Of the fev'n deadly fins the worft. 

An Ant, who cUmb'd beyond his reach. 
Thus anfwer'd from the neighb'ring beech. 
Ere you remark another's fin. 
Bid thy own confcience look within. 
Controul thy more voracious bill, 
Vor for a breakfall nations kill. 



«4J 
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FABLE XXXIX. 
The Father tfW Jupiter. 



J 



THE Man to Jirve his fuit pieferr'd; 
He begg'd a wife i his prayer was heard. 
J'ow wooder'd at,his bold addrelSng. 
For how precarious is the blefling! 

4 i 
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A wife he takes. And now for heirs 
Again he worries heav'n with prayers. 
Jove nods affent. Two hopeful boys 
And a fine gkl reward his joys. 

Now more folicitous he grew, 
e^And fet their future lives in view i 
'Jie faw that all refpeft and dpty 
Were paid tp wealthy to power, and beauty. 
Once more, he cries, accept my prayer, 
.. ]M^e my lov'd progeny thy care: 
Let my firft hope, my favVite boy. 
All fortune's richeft gifts enjoy. 

^ 

My next with flrong ambition fire, 
May favour teach him to afpire. 
Till he the ftep of power afcend, ♦ 
And courtiers to their idol bend. 
With ev'ry grace, with ev'ry ohsirl^- , 
My daughter's perfeft features arpj. *^ 



If 
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If Heav'n approve, a father's bJeft. 
Jove fmiles, and grants his full requeft. 

The firil, a mifer at the heart. 
Studious of ev'ry griping art. 
Heaps hoards on hoards with anxious pain* 
And all his life devotes to gain. 
He feels no joy, his cares encreafe. 
He neither vj^akes nor fleeps in peace, 
In fancy'd want (a wretch compleat) 
He ilarves, and yet he dares not eat. 

The next to fudden honours grew. 
The thriving art of courts he knew ; 
He reach'd the height of power and place, 
Then fell, the, viftim of difgrace, 

Beauty wifh early bloom fupplies 
His daughter's cheek, and points her eyes ; 
The vain coquette each fuit difdains, 
^nd glories in her lovers |>ains. 

With 
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With age flie fades, each lover flies, 
Contemn'd, forlorn, fiie pines and dies. 

When ^'ove the father's grief furvey'd,- 
And heard him Heav'n and Fate upbraid. 
Thus fpoke the God. By outward fliov 
Men judge of happinefs and woe: 
Shall ignorance of good and ill 
Dare to direft th' eternal will? 
Seek virtue; and of that poflell, ' 
To Providence refign the refl. 
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■ F A B L E XL. 
The twe Monkeys. 

TH E learned, fiill of inward pride. 
The fops of ountrard Qiov deride; 
The fop, with learning at defiance, 
Scoffi at the pedant and the fcience: 



The 
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The fDon, a formal, folemn ilrutter, 
]])efpifes Monjteur's airs and flutter ; 
While Monjieur mocks the formal fool, 
Who looks, and fpeaks, and walks by rule. 
Britain^ a medly of the twain, 
As pert as France^ as grave as S^ain^ 
\tL &ncy vf&x than the red. 
Laughs at them both, of both the jefl. 
Is not the poet's chiming clofe 
Cenfur'd, by all the fons of profe? 
While bards of quick imagination 
Pefpife the fleepy profe narration. ^ 
Men laugh at apes, they men contemn ; 
For what are we, but apes to them ? 



Two Monkeys went to Southwark fair, 
No criticks had a fourer air. 



They 
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They forc'd their way through draggled folksy 
Who gap'd to catch Jack-Tudding's jokes. 
Then took their tickets fot the Ihow^ 
And got by chance the foremoit row. 

To fee their grave obferving face 
Provok'd a laugh thro' all the place^ 

Brother) fays Pug, and turn'd his head^ 
The rabble's monftroufly ill-bred. 

Now through the booth loud hifTes ran ; 
Nor ended 'till the Show began. 

The tumbler whirles the flip-flap rounds 
With fommerfets he fhakes the ground ; 
The cord beneath the dancer fprings ; 
Aloft in air the vaulter fwings, 
Diftorted now, now prone depends. 
Now through his twilled arms afcends 9 
The croud, in wonder and delight. 
With clapping hands applaud the fight. 

Wi 
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With fmiles, quoth Pag ; If pranks like thefe 
rhe giant apes of reafon pleafe, 
-low would they wonder at our arts! 
rhey muft adore us for our parts, 
-ligh on the twig I've feen you cling, 
Play, twift and turn in airy ring ; 
riow can thofe clumfy things, like me, 
■fly with a bound from tree to tree ? 
But yet, by this applaufe, we find 
Fhefe emulators of our kind 
Difcern our worth, our parts regard. 
Who our mean mimicks thus reward. 

Brother, the grinning mate replies. 
In this I grant that man is wife. 
While good example they purfue, 
We muft allow fome praife is due; 
But when they ftrain beyond their guide, 
I laugh to fcorn the mimic pride. 

For 
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Vac bow fantaltick is the fight. 
To meet men always bolt upright, 
Becaufe we fometimes walk on cwel 
I bate the imitating crew. 
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FABLE XLI. 

■ 7Jf Owl «K/fAf Farmer. 

I N Owl of grave deport and mem, 
X Who (like the Turk) was feldom feen, 
thin a barn had chofe his llation, 
fit for prey and contemplation: 

M Upon 
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Upon a beam aloft he fits. 

And nods, and feems to think, by fits. 



1 



So have I feen a man of news 
Or Toji'boyj or Gazette perufe, 
Smoak, nod, and talk with voice profound, 
And fix the fate of Europe round. 
Sheaves pil'd on flieaves hid all the floor : 
At dawn of morn to view his (lore 
The Farmer came. The hooting gueft 
His felf-importance thus expreft. 

Reafon in man is meer pretence : 
How weaki how fhallow is hi$ fenfe ! 
To treat with fcorn the bird of night| 
Declares his folly or his fpite j 
Then too, how partial is his praife! 
The lark's, the linnet's chirping lays 
To bis ill-judging ears are fine ; 
And nightingales are all divine. 
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But the more knowing feather'd race 
See wifdom ftampt upon my face. 
"Whene'er to vifit light I deign. 
What flocks of fowl coropofe my train ! 
Like flaves, they croud my flight behind, 
And own me of fuperior kind. 

The Farmer laugh'd, and thus reply'd. 
Thou dull important lump of pride, 
Dar'fl thou with that harfh grating tongue 
Depreciate birds of warbling fong ? 
i^odulge thy fpleen. Know, men and fowl 
Regard thee, as thou art, an owl. 
Befldes, proud blockhead^ be not vain 
Of what thou call'fl thy flaves and train. 
Few follow wifdom or her rules, 
Fools in deriflon follow fools. 
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FABLE XLIL' 

The JUGGLBRS. 

A Juggler long through all the town 
Had rais'd his fortune and renown; 
You'd think (fo far his art tranfcends) 
The devil at his finger's ends. 
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Vice heard his fame, fhe read his bill ; 
Convinc'd of his inferior skill, 
She fought his booth, and froni the croud 
Defy'd the man of art aloud. 

Is this then he fo fam'd for flight. 
Can this (low bungler cheat your fight. 
Dates he with me difpute the prize ? 
I leave It to impartial eyes; 

Provdk'd, the juggler cry'd, 'tis done, 
tn fcience t fubmit to none. 

Thus faid. The cups and balls he play'd ; 
By turns, this here, that there, cbnvey'd : 
The cards, obedieiit to his words^ 
Are by a fillip ttirn'd to birds ; 
His little boxes change the grains 
Trick after trick deludes the train. 
He fliakes his bag, he Ihows ^U falir. 
His fingers fpread, and nothing thcre« 

M 3 Then 
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Then bids it rain with (bowers of gold, 
And now his ivVy eggs are told, 
But when from thence the hen he draws, 
Amaz'd fpeftators humm applaufc. 

Vice now ftept forth and took the place. 
With all the forms of his grimace. 

This magick looking-glafs, flie cries, 
(There, hand it round) will charm your eyes : 
Each eager eye the fight defir'd, 
And evVy man himfelf admir'd. 

Next, to a fenator addreiling ; 
See this Bank-note ; obferve the bleffing : 
Breathe on the bill. Heigh, pafs ! 'Tis gone. 
Upon his lips a padlock fhone. 
A fecond pufF the magick broke. 
The padlock vanifli'd, and he fpokc. 

Twelve bottles rang'd upon the board. 
All full, with heady liquor ftor'd, 
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By clean conveyance difappear, 

And now two bloody fwords are there. 

A purfe fhe to a thief exposed ; 
At once his ready fingers clos'd ? 
He opes his fill, the treafure's fled, 
He fees a halter in its ftead. 

She bids Ambition hold a wand, 
He grafps a hatchet in his hand. 

A box of charity fhe fhows : 
Blow here ; and a church-warden blows, 
Tis vanifti'd with conveyance neat, 
And on the table fmoaks a treat. / 

She ihakes the dice, the board fhe knocks^ 
And from all pockets fills her box. 

She next a meagre rake addreft j 
This pifture fee; her Ihape, her bread! 
What youth, and what inviting eyes ! 
Hold her, and have her. With furprife, 
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His hand expos'd a box of pills; 
And a loud laugh proclaimed his His. 

A counter, in a mifer's hand> 
Grew twenty guineas at command ; 
She bids his heir the fumm retain* 
And 'tis a counter now again. i 

A guinea with her touch you fee 
TakjC ^'ry fhape but Charity ; 
And not one thing, you faw, or drew. 
But changed from what was firft in view. 

Tbf^uggler now, in grief of heart. 
With this fubmiiEon own'd her art. 
Can I fuchfmatchlefs flight withfland? 
How pra£Hce hath improved your hand 1 
But now and then I cheat the throng; 
You ev'ry day, and all day long. 
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FABLE XLUI. 

The Comeil of Hok.s«s. 

'A- 
' TPONatimea neighing ileed, 

L.X Who graz'd among a num'rous breed, 

r'ith mutiny had fir'd the train> 

Jid fpread diJTention through the plain. 



On 



i64 FABLE S. 

On matters that concern'd the Statei 
The council met in grand debate. 
A colt, whofe eye-balls flam'd with ire^ 
Elate with ftrength and youthful fire. 
In hafte flept forth before the reft. 
And thus the lift'ning throng addreft. 

Good Gods ! how abjeft is our race^ 
Condemned to flav'ry and difgrace ! 
Shall we our fervitude retain, 
Becaufe our fires have born the chain ? 
Confider, friends, your ftrength and might } 
'Tis conqueft to aflert your right. 
How cumbVous is the gilded coach! 
The pride of man is our reproach. 
Were we defign'd for daily toil, 
To drag the plough-fhare through the foil* 
To fweat in harnefs through the road. 
To groan beneath the carrier's load ? 
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low feeble are the two-legg'd kind ! 
I^hat force is in our nerves combin'd! 
hall then our nobler jaws fubmit 
To foam and champ the galling bit? 
hall haughty man my back beflride? 
hall the iharp fpur provoke my iide ? 
'"orbid it Heav'ns ! Rejeft the rein, 
four Ihame, your infamy difdain. 
^et him the lyon firft controul, 
Lnd Itill the tyger's famifh'd growle : 
^et us, like them, our freedom claim, 
Lnd make him tremble at our name. 

A general nod approv'd the caufe, 
Lnd all the circle neigh'd applaufe. 

When, lo, with grave and folemn pace 
\ fteed advanc'd before the race, 
i\^ ith age and long experience wife, 
Uround he caft his thoughtful eyes, 

And, 
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And, to the murmurs of the train. 
Thus fpoke the Nejior of the plain. 

When I had health and ilrength, like you» 
The toils of fervitude I knew ; 
Now grateful man rewards my pains. 
And gives me all thefe wide domains } 
At will I crop the year*s encreafe. 
My latter life is reS and peace. 
I grant to man we lend our pains, 
And aid him to corred the plains a 
But doth not he divide the care. 
Through all the labours of the year? 
How many thoufand firu£hires rife. 
To fence us from inclement skies 1 
For us he bears the fultry day. 
And (lores up all our winter's hay ; 
He fows, he reaps the harveft's gain, 
We fhare the toil and ihare the grain. 
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ce ev'ry creature was decreed 

aid each other's mutual need, 

peafe your difcontented mind, 

1 aS the part by Heav'n aflign'd. 

!Tie tumult ceas'd. The colt fubmitted, 

I, like hjs anceflors, was bitted. 
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FABLE XLIV. 
The HoMsv and the Uuntsham, 



IMpertinence at firSis bom 
With heedlefs flight, or fmiles-of fcorn ; 
Teaz'd into wrath, what patience bears 
The noify fool who perfeveres? 
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The Poet and the Rose. 

IHue the mab who builds his name 
On ruins of another's fame. 
Thus prudes by charaders o'erthrown 
Imagine that they raife their own) 

N Thus 
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Thus fcriblers, covetous of praife. 
Think dander can tranfplant the bays. 
Beauties and bards have equal pride. 
With both all rivals are decry'd. 
Who praifes Lesbian eyes and feature, 
Mufi: call her fifter, aukward creature ; 
For the kind flatt'ry's fure to charm. 
When we fome other nymph difarm. 



As in the cool of early day 
A Poet fought the fweets of May, 
The garden's fragrant breath afcends. 
And ev'ry flalk with odour bends. 
A rofe he pluck'd, he gaz'd, admir'd, 
Thus/finging as the Mufe infpir'd. 



Go, Rofe, my Chhe's bofom grace ; 
How happy ihould I prove. 
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Might t fupply that envy'd place 

With never-fading love ! 
There, Phenix like, beneath her eye. 
Involved in fragrance, burn and die ! 



Know, haplefs flower, that thou (halt find 

More fragrant rofes there ; 
I fee thy withering head reclin'd 

With envy and defpair! 
One common fate we both muft prove ; 
You die with envy, I with love. 



Spare your cottiparifons, reply'd 
An angry Rofe, who grew befide ; 
Of all mankind you ihould not flout us ; • 
What can a Poet do without us! 
In ev'ry love-fong rofes bloom ; 
We lend you colour and perfume. 

N X Docs 
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Does it to Chlce's charins conduce, 
To found her pnife on our abufe? 
Mull we, to flatter her, be made 
To wither, envy, pine and fade? 
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FABLE XLVI. 
31&tfCuM'^HoR.SB,tf»</^i&f ShephbrdVDog. 

THE lad, of all-fuBScienc merit. 
With modefiy ne'er damps his fpirit, 
Prefuming on his own dererts, 
On ^ alike his tongue exerts ; 
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His noify jokes at random throws. 
And pertly fpatters friends and foes ; 
In wit and war the bully race 
Contribute to their own difgrace : 
Too late the forward youth ihali find 
That jokes are fometimes paid in kindy 
Or if they canker in the breafl. 
He makes a foe who makes a jeft. 



A village-cur, of fnappifli race, 
The perteft puppy of the place, 
Imagined that his treble throat 
Was bleft with mufick's fweeteft note 5 
In the mid road he basking lay. 
The yelping nufance of the way ; 
For not a creature pad along 
But had a fample of his fong. 

Soon as the trotting deed he hears^ 
He darts, he cocks his dapper ears. 
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Awzy he fcowers, alTauIcs his hoof> 
Now near him fnarles, now barks aloof; 
With Ihrill impertinence attends, 
Nor leaves him 'till the village ends. 

It chanc'd, upon his evil day, 
A Pad came pacing down the way ; 
The Cur, with never-ceafing tongue, 
Upon the pafling traveler fprung, 
The horfe, from fcorn provok'd to ire, 
Flung backward ; rolling in the mire. 
The puppy howl'd, and bleeding lay; 
The Pad in peace purfu'd his way. 

A fliepherd's Dog, wTio faw the deed, 
Detefting the vexatious breed, 
Befpoke him thus. When coxcombs prate. 
They kindle wrath, contempt, or hate. 
Thy teazing tongue had judgment ty'd. 
Thou hadft not, like a puppy, dy'd. 

N 4 FABLE 
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FABLE XLVn. 

The Court of Death. 

DEATH, on a foSemn night of ftate, 
In all his pomp of terrors fate: 
Th' attendants pf his gloomy reign, 
Diieafcs dire, a ghalUy train. 
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Croud the vaft court. With hollow tone 
A voice thus thund^r'd from the throne. 

This night our minifter we name, 
LjSt ev'ry fervant fpeak his claim ; 
Merit Ihall bear this eban wand, 
AH, at the word, ftretch'd forth their hand. 

Feaver, with burning heat poflTeft, 
Advanced, and for the wand addreil. 

I to the weekly bills appeal, 
Let thofe exprefs my fervent zeal. 
On evVy flight occafion near, 
With violence I perfevere. 

Next Gout appears with limping pace. 
Pleads how he Ihifts frpm place to place. 
From head to foot how fwift he flies, 
And evVy joint and finew plys. 
Still working when he feems fuppreft, 
A moil tenacious flubborn guelt. 
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A haggard fpeftre from the crew 
Crawls forth, and thus afTerts his due. 
'Tis I who taint the fweeteft joy. 
And in the fliape of love deftroy : 
My Ihanks, funk eyes, and nofelefs face 
Prove my pretenfion to the place. 

Stone urg'd his ever-growing force. 
And, next, Confumption's meagre corfe*. 
With feeble voice, that fcarce was heard. 
Broke with fhort coughs, his fuic prefer'd, 
IwrCt none objeft my lingring way, 
I gain, like Fabiusy by delay. 
Fatigue and weaken ev'ry foe 
By long attack, fecure though flow, 

Plague reprefents his rapid power. 
Who thinn'd a nation in an hour. 

All fpoke their claim, and hop'd the wand. 
Now expeflation huih'd the band, 

WI 
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'hen thus the monarch from the throne. 
Merit was ever modeft known, 
'hat, no phyfician fpeak his right! 
one here! But fees their toils requite. 
Et then Intemp'rance talce the wand, 
'ho fills with gold their zealous hand, 
ou, Feaver, Gout, and all the reft, 
Vhom wary men, as foes, deteft,) 
>rgo your claim ; no more pretend ; 
itemp'rance is efteem'd a friend, 
le (hares their mirth, their focial joys, 
.nd, as a courted gueft, deAroys ; 
"he charge on him muft juffly fall, .^^ 
fho finds employment for you all. 
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FABLE XLVin. 
The Gardener dud the Hog, 

AGard'ner, of peculiar tafte. 
On a young Hog his favour plac'd. 
Who fed not with the common herd. 
His tray was to the hall prefer'd. 
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He wallow'd underneath the board. 
Or in his mailer's chamber fnor'd. 
Who fondly ftroak'd him ev'ry day. 
And taught him all the puppy's play ; 
Where'er he went, the grunting friend 
Ne'er fail'd his pleafure to attend. 

As on a time, the loving pair 
Walk'd forth to tend the garden's care, 
The mailer thus addrefl the fwine. 

My houfe, my garden, all is thine : ' 

On turnips feall whene'er you pleafe. 
And riot in my beans and peafe. 
If the potatoe's tafte delights. 
Or the red carrot's fweet invites, 
Indulge thy morn and evening hours. 
But let due care regard my flowers ; 
My tulips arc my garden's pride. 
What vaft expencc thofe beds fupply'dl 

The 
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The Hog by chance one morning f oim*d 
Where with new ale the veffels foam'd; 
He munches now the (leaming grains. 
Now with full fwill the liquor drains ; 
Intoxicating fumes arife, 
He reels, he rolls his winking eyes. 
Then ftaggVing through the garden fcowers, 
And treads down painted ranks of flowers, 
With delving fnout he turns the foil. 
And cools his palate with the fpoil. 

The Matter came, the ruin fpy'd. 
Villain, fuljpend thy rage, he cry'd : 
Haft thou, thou moft ungrateful for, 
My charge, my only charge forgot? 
What, all my flowers ! No more he faid. 
But gaz'd, and figh'd, and hung his head. 

The Hog with ftutt'ring fpeech returns. 
Explain) Sir, why your anger burns ; 
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lee there, untouch'd your tuUps (irown, 
■"or I devour'd the roots alone! 

At thisi the Gard'ner's paflion grows ; 
'rom oaths and threats he fell to blows; 
rhe fiubborn brute the blows fuflains, 
\flaiilts his leg and tears the reins. 

Ah, foolilh fwain, too late you find 
rhat flies were for fuch friends delign'd ! 

Homeward he limps with painful 'pace, 
ileflefling thus on paft difgrace; 
(Vho cherilhes a brutal mate 
Shall mourn the folly foon or late. 
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FABLE XUX. 
The Man and the Flea. 



WHether on earth, in air, or main. 
Sure ev'ry thing alive is vain! 
Does not the hawk all fowls furvey, 
A» deflin'd only for his prey? 



And 



FABLES. 187 

Ind do not tyrantSi prouder things, 
rhink men were born for flaves to kings ? 

When the crab views the pearly ftrands, 
)r Tagus^ bright with golden fands, 
)r crawles befide the coral grove, 
Vnd hears the ocean roll above ; 
Mature is too profufe, fays he, 
iiV ho gave all thefc to pleafure me ! 

When bordering pinks and rofes bloom, 
\ndGev'ry garden breathes perfume, 
WTien peacheis glow with funny dyes. 
Like Laura\ cheek, when blufties rife ; 
When with hpge figs the branches bend ; 
When clullers from the vine depend ; 
rhe fnail looks rpund on fiow'r and tree, 
Aind cries, all thefe were made for me ! 



What dignity's in human nature, 
Says Man, the moil conceited creature, 
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As from a cliff he cad his eye. 
And vicw'd the fea and arched sky ! 
The fun was funk beneath the main. 
The moon, and all the ftarry train 
Hung the vaft vault of heav'n. The Man 
His contemplation thus began. 

When I behold this glorious fhow. 
And the wide watry world below. 
The fcaly people of the main. 
The beafts that range the wood or plain. 
The wing'd inhabitantj^f air, 
The day, the night, the various year. 
And know all thefe by heav'n defign'd 
As gifts to pleafure human kind, 
I cannot raife my worth too high ; 
Of what vaft confequence am I! 

Not of th' importance you foppofe. 
Replies a Flea upon his nofe: 



B( 



FABLES. 

Be humble, learn thyfelf to fcan ; 
Know, pride was never made for man. 
'Tis vanity that fwells thy mind. 
What, heav'n and earth for thee defign'd! 
For thee ! made only for our need ; 
That more important Fleas might feed. 
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FABLE L. 
The Hare and many Friends. 

'T^Riend/hip, like love, is but a name, 
J- Unlefs to one you (lint the flame. 
The chiU, whom many fathers fliare, 
Haih feldom known a father's care ; 
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'Tis thus in friendfhips ; who depend 
On many, rarely find a friend. 

' A Hare, who, in a civil way, 
Comply'd with ev'ry thing, like Gay, 
Was known by all the beflial train. 
Who haunt the wood, or graze the plain: 
Her care was, never to offend. 
And ev'ry creature was her friend. 
As forth (he went at early dawn 
To tafte the dew-befprinkled lawn. 
Behind fhe hears the hunter's cries. 
And from the deep-mouth'd thunder flies ; 
She flarts, fhe flops, ihe pants for breath. 
She hears the near advance of death. 
She doubles to mif-iead the hound. 
And meafures back her mazy round ; 
'Till, fainting in the publick way. 
Half dead with fear ihe gafping lay. 

What 
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What tranfport in her bofom grew. 
When firft the horfe appeared in view ! 

Let me, fays fhe, your back afcend. 
And owe my fafety to a friend. 
You know my feet betray my flight. 
To friendfhip evVy burthen's light. 

The horfe reply'd, poor honeft pufs. 
It grieves my heart to fee thee thus ; 
Be comforted, relief is near ; 
For all your friends are in the rear. 

She next the llately bull implor 'd ; 
And thus reply'd the mighty lord. 
Since ev'ry beafl: alive can tell 

■ 

That I fincerely wifh you well, 
I may, without offence, pretend 
To take the freedom of a friend ; 
Love calls me hence ; a favorite cow 
Pxpefts me near yon barley naow ; 

An 



'*»■ 



FABLES. 

And when a lady's in the cafe. 
You know, all other things give place. 
To leave you thus might feem unkind ; 
But fee, the goat is juft behind. 

The goat remarked her pulfe was high. 
Her languid head, her heavy eye; 
IVly back, fays he, may do you harm ; 
The (heep's at hand, and wool is warm. 

The flieep was feeble, and complaih'd.^ 
His fides a load of wool fuftain'd. 
Said he was flow, confeft his fears ; 
For hounds eat fheep as well as hares. 

She now the trotting calf addreft. 
To fave from death a friend diftrelh 

Shall I, fays he, of tender age. 
In this important care engage ? 
Older and abler paft you by ; 
How ftrong are thofe! how weak am I! • 



»P3 



i 



Should 



% . 



> 



'?4 



FAB L E S. 



Should I'prcrume to bear ;ou hence, 
Thofe frieads of mine may take offence. 
Excufe me then. You know my heart. 
But dearcR friends, alas, mull part! 
How fliall we all lament: Adieu. 
For fee the hounds are jult in view. 
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